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DOCTOR GAY 


Peter gripped the wooden rail of the Santa 
Monica pier as he stared over the soft rolling 
waves of the Pacific Ocean. Even his small grip 
was enough to make his swimmer muscles flex 
out. My eyes narrowed as the California wind 
blew his ocean bleached blond hair back. 

My eyes went down to his developed chest 
muscles. I still wasn’t sure if I liked what I saw. 
Unlike Peter, I’m not sure if I’m gay. All my 
relationships with women ‘went nowhere’. I 
thought about going to a gay club with Peter but 
I couldn’t work up the courage. 

Still not sure if that’s what I am. Nothing 
wrong with gay people, of course. It sounds 
stereotypical but my best friend is one. I just 
don’t know if that’s me. 

He continued to stare out over the ocean. I’m 



not sure if he noticed me staring at his shiftless 
body. If he did, I’m sure he didn’t mind. In my 
peripheral vision, I saw several smiling women - 
and men - give a lingering look. 

He rocked back and forth against the railing. I 
got that ‘funny’ feeling but didn’t know what it 
meant for sure. 

His voice was slow when he spoke. “Robert, 
nobody can tell you if you’re gay. That’s 
something you gotta figure out for yourself.” 

I thought about experimenting with him but if 
it didn’t work out, then things would get weird. I 
didn’t want to lose my best friend if things got 
strange. 

We weren’t a couple -1 think - but too many 
people lost their friendship because of sex. 

The thought of going to a bar and hooking up 
with some random guy didn’t appeal to me 
either. Hell, I don’t even know how to approach 
another guy. I guess I could just show up but I 



don’t want to just pick up anyone. 

Or would they pick up me ? How does it work? 

He turned and folded his arms. Sun-kissed 
skin stretched over his taut biceps. He smiled, 
and I felt that familiar ‘something’ along my 
shoulders and inside my stomach. 

Is this attraction? 

He let out a wondering murmur. “I might be 
wrong.” 

My eyebrow rose. 

“There’s this guy I heard about.” He licked his 
lips slow and his eyes went off to the side as if 
chasing down a thought. “He was like you... he 
wasn’t sure either. So he went to a doctor.” 

“Like a psychiatrist?” 

He grinned and shook his head. “No, not 
exactly. Let’s just say when he finished, he 
wasn’t wondering anymore.” 



He held out his hand. “Your phone. I’ll set you 
up.” 

I didn’t intentionally decide to go, but I 
handed him my smart phone anyway. 

After a few seconds he handed it back. 

“There you go. An appointment later this 
afternoon.” 

I stared and my eyebrow went up. 

“You’re serious. That’s his name?” 

His grin widened. “Pretty appropriate 
wouldn’t you say?” 




I sat in the waiting room of Doctor Gay while 
my shoes thumped against the redwood floor. 
Soft yellow lights came from overhead. 



Probably to relax his patients... I guess. 

My fingers tapped against the red oak chairs 
and I took in a deep breath. 

Why am I here? What’s the hurry? Maybe I 
just need more time. 

I stood up to leave when I heard my name. 

“Robert Taylor?” 

My eyes widened. 

I’m not sure what stood out the most. He was 
taller than me by a few inches. His short brown 
hair gave off a serious vibe. Although it might be 
the white paper mask over his mouth. His coat 
wasn’t completely buttoned, and I caught a hint 
of his hard chest muscles peeking through. 

I swallowed as my eyes went down to his very 
noticeable bulge under his white pants. The 
wrinkle of his pants drew several lines to his 
dick. 



That’s useful. Nothing like a roadmap. 

His eyes lingered on me for several quick 
heartbeats before he pulled the paper mask away. 
He smiled wide and his red lips scratched out. 

His voice was deep but not guttural. It almost 
sounded... musical. “I presume you’re my four o’ 
clock.” 

I nodded quickly and forced myself to not 
look at his bulge. My voice coughed when I 
spoke. “Y-Yes. Thanks for seeing me so late. I’m 
sure it’ll be quick.” 

His hands pulled at the stethoscope around his 
neck. His baseball player muscles flexed out 
while he eyeballed me. 

“Perhaps. We’ll see. If not, you’re my last 
patient so no need to rush. We can take our 
time.” 

I wasn’t sure what that meant but something 
about it made my heart race. Still not sure if it 



was a good or bad thing. 

He turned around and my eyebrow rose. I’m 
not sure if I’m into guys but you could tell he 
worked out. Every step pushed his hard butt 
against the back of his pants. First one side and 
then the other. My eyes went back and forth 
keeping up with his butt ping pong. 

I pursed my lips. Wonder if that means 
something if I’m looking? 

After several more steps, we walked into his 
office. While the waiting room was warm and 
inviting, the examination room was more... 
sterile. I suppose it made sense in a way. I ran my 
hands over my arms and shoulders as gooseflesh 
rose. Not sure if it was the cold of the room or 
something else. 

My eyebrows rose at the strange padded 
contraption in the middle of the room. It looked 
almost like a bed but only half as long. Two 
padded planks went out at the sides. 



Are those for arms ? 

Near the edge were two long chrome bars 
attached to blue boots with black Velcro straps. 

He gestured toward the contraption. “Please, 
have a seat.” 

I bit the side of my mouth and shrugged. I’m 
here to find answers. 

I hopped up on the ‘table’ or whatever it was. 
My legs dangled back and forth as he leafed 
through my paperwork. 

“No insurance?” 

I pressed my lips together and shook my head. 
“Self-pay if that’s okay?” 

He smiled wide. “No problem. Some of my 
best patients are self-pay. We take all sorts of 
payment here.” 

My forehead scrunched in confusion. 

He continued to leaf through the paperwork 



and mumbled. I couldn’t catch most of it just 
snatches of conversation. “No drugs... last exam 
two years ago... G-testing...” 

He tossed the clipboard over to a side table 
under some windowed cabinets. My shoulders 
rose at the slam of wood against linoleum. 

“Let’s get you checked out.” 

“Uh, I thought we would discuss... uh... other 
things.” 

His eyes narrowed. “The body and mind are 
the same. If one hurts, the other suffers.” He 
pointed to the clipboard. “It’s been two years 
since your last examination. I need to make sure 
you’re healthy. You can see the reason for that... 
can’t you?” 

He nodded and I repeated the gesture. 

My voice was slow when I spoke. “I guess 
that makes sense.” 

He slapped his hands together. “Glad we’re in 



agreement. The best doctor-patient relationships 
are when both parties understand what needs to 
be done.” 

He adjusted the side planks then pushed his 
fingers against my chest. Even through the 
fabric, I felt the warmth of his fingertips. I took 
in a quick breath and shifted against the ‘table’ as 
he pushed me back. 

My nose wrinkled at his smell. He smelled 
clean with just a hint of antiseptic. I swallowed 
as I caught of hint of his male musk. He didn’t 
smell bad... he just smelled like a man. 

“Loosen your pants please.” 

My forehead scrunched. 

He tilted his head. “When was the last time 
you went to a doctor’s office and didn’t strip?” 

“Right...” I pulled at my pants and loosed 
them. 


He gripped the side of my pants and pulled 



back. They caught on my taut leg muscles and he 
nodded in admiration. “You work out. Many 
people neglect their physical exercises. You’d be 
surprised what you can accomplish with a hard 
fifteen minute workout.” 

“I work out longer than that.” 

He nodded. “I can tell.” 

He pulled off my pants and shoes. I wiggled 
my toes before his hand pulled my right leg 
toward the ‘boot’. He slipped my foot inside the 
blue boot and wrapped the black Velcro around 
tight. He did the same to my other foot. I tugged 
in reflex but both feet stayed in place. 

He walked over to the side planks and 
wrapped the black Velcro across my wrists. They 
weren’t so tight as to be cruel but I couldn’t 
move. 

He must have noticed my unasked question. 
He nodded toward the floor. “You don’t want to 
fall and hit yourself on the floor... do you?” 



“No, I suppose I don’t, doctor.” 

He smiled again. “Good, we’re still in 
agreement.” 

It’s been two years since I went to the doctor 
but I remembered nothing like this. About the 
only thing that might be gay was the way he 
cupped my balls and had me cough. He didn’t 
restrain me in some medieval looking medical 
contraption. 

Maybe it’s a new advancement? 

His hands shimmied into a light blue latex 
glove. My shoulders jerked as he snapped the 
latex against his wrist. 

“Any medical problems I should know 
about?” 

I pressed my lips together and shook my head. 
“No.” 

“Well that’s good. Let’s run a few tests.” His 
latex covered fingers rested against my balls and 



my eyes widened. I couldn’t see but they 
contracted hard to his touch. 

He let out a wondering murmur. “Good.” 

I raised my eyebrows in wonder. 

“You’re a healthy male.” 

His finger went up along my ball seam and he 
pressed gently. My cock moved and stirred as he 
did. 

He shook his head. 

“It’s a typical reaction. It’s the body’s 
response to outside stimulus. Watch this.” 

His hand went around the base of my cock and 
he squeezed. It wasn’t so much to be cruel or 
even uncomfortable. I instinctively try to shimmy 
away but there’s no way with all the Velcro 
restraints. I watched as my dick grew harder in 
his hand. 


His grip tightened. “The blood going away 



from your heart is stronger than the blood going 
back. When I do this, your heart has enough 
power to force the blood into your cock. So it’ll 
just keep increasing its erection until I release. 

It’s the same principle behind a cock ring.” 

“That’s uh... interesting.” I took in deep 
breath. Never thought I would discuss cock rings 
with my doctor. 

He released his grip and my dick bobbed up 
and down but remained hard. 

“Sexual response is normal and you have a 
healthy heart beat.” 

I swallowed. “You can tell all that by grabbing 
my dick.” 

He nodded. “Oh yes, it’s amazing what you 
can find out by grabbing a guy’s cock.” 

I bet. 

He opened a side cabinet and muttered to 
himself as he looked through various medical 



supplies. 

He produced a clear small bottle. “Lube.” 

My heart skipped a beat. 

My voice cracked when I spoke. “For what?” 

“To check your prostate silly. Trust me, you 
don’t want it dry.” He squeezed the bottle and a 
long translucent trail of semi-hard lube slid 
against his finger. His fingers rubbed back and 
forth. The overhead lights reflected along his 
digits as he moved. 

He snapped his latex glove again and my body 
tensed as the sound echoed throughout the room. 

With his non-slick hand he tugged at the black 
Velcro straps again and mumbled in satisfaction. 
His right eyebrow went up. “ Just relax and don’t 
fight the machine.” 

“The mach-” 


His foot tapped against something on the floor 



and the long metal rods and blue boots went up 
and out. My legs and feet had no choice but to go 
up straight in the air. My uncovered ass pushed 
out to Doctor Gay. 

He leaned in close. His hot breath went over 
my exposed asshole and I contracted my muscles 
in response. 

“Someone bathed.” 

Heat flashed over my face. “Just figured that 
was the polite thing to do.” 

He laughed as his breath went over my 
opening again. “If only all my patients were as 
considerate as you.” 

I swallowed. 

His slickened finger touched between my ass 
valley and I clenched in response. To his credit, 
he didn’t push and but he kept his finger against 
my opening. “When was the last time you had 
something in here?” 



My eyes widened. “Uh never...” 

His voice drew out when he spoke. “Are you 
sure?” 

Heat flashed over my face “I uh...” My lips 
pressed together. 

“Robert, we were off to such a good start. 
Don’t lie to your doctor. Be a good boy and tell 
me what’s been in your ass.” 

I closed my eyes tight and threw my head 
back. My voice was a whisper when 1 spoke. 
“A... dildo. I think.” 

He pressed ever so slightly. “You think?” 

“Well it was white and shaped like a rocket.” 

“Oh, a vibrator.” He shook his slick finger 
like a vibrator. My cock throbbed out in 
response. 

His finger pushed deeper. “It’s very good 
you’re honest with me Robert. I know exacdy 



how much medicine to give you and how to 
administer it.” 

Medicine? 

He pushed harder and stopped at something. 
“You agree that’s important... don’t you?” 

I nodded my head and mumbled in agreement. 

“Very good.” He continued to push his finger 
against something inside my ass. I wasn’t trying 
to keep him out, but I wasn’t exactly letting him 
in either. All I know was the pressure inside 
built. 

“Try to force me out, handsome.” 

It took a few seconds before I understood 
what he meant. I pushed out with my ass muscles 
and then opened my mouth wide as his slick lube 
covered finger slid deeper into my hole. 

I rocked my head back and forth in a noiseless 
scream as he continued to push his thick finger 
deep into my ass. His knuckles pushed my 



cheeks apart until he stopped. 

I clenched around his finger and he let out a 
satisfied grunt. 

“You have excellent muscles and so strong.” 

I nodded while his finger moved back and 
forth. “Thank you?” 

“You’re welcome. It’s a pleasure to have 
someone of your vitality. Makes my job easier.” 

He raised his head and his eyes went off to the 
side as if deep in thought. “Since we’re here, 
why don’t we test out your muscle endurance? 
It’ll be a waste to not take advantage of this 
opportunity... don’t you agree?” 

I stared back into his eyes while my cock 
throbbed just within my peripheral vision. I 
clenched hard around his finger and he pursed his 
lips. 

“Yeah, I guess... if you think we need to.” 



He nodded slow but deliberately. “Oh, I do. A 
patient’s well-being is important to both parties.” 

He pulled back until just the tip of his finger 
was in my ass. I wasn’t intending to but my 
muscles clenched around him just the same. I 
wasn’t sure if it was an automatic reaction or just 
deep down I wanted to keep his finger inside me. 

“Tell me when you had the vibrator in your 
ass...” 

I took in a deep breath as heat flashed across 
my face. 

"... did you have anyone help?” 

I shook my head. 

“So you just pushed it in and...” 

I swallowed. “Just left it there.” 

He sighed loud. “Oh, you poor baby. That’s 
not the way to do it. Let’s pretend my finger’s a 
vibrator. Now, I can’t move as fast as they can 



but let’s see if I can give you a good idea.” 

My cock throbbed out as he pushed in again. 

“The key to proper testing and coincidentally 
using a vibrator or dildo is constant smooth 
action.” 

He pulled back and then pushed again. 
“Smooth and constant - never stopping.” 

My muscles clenched hard while he continued 
to stretch me out from within. I’m still not sure if 
a finger in my ass and a hard cock made me gay. 
They were straight guys that like stuff in their 
butt, but did I? Judging from the swollen darken 
dick throbbing back and forth, I liked it. 

But why did I like it? Gay or just a straight 
guy into anal? 

The straps restrained me but I had some 
movement. It wasn’t intentional -1 think - but I 
leaned into his thrust. 


He mumbled a laugh as he went back and 



forth in my ass. I closed my eyes and my nose 
wrinkled at the almost sweet scent of lube. 

He continued for another minute and stretched 
me back and forth. My eyes closed as I imagined 
his finger thrusts. 

“... and that my dear patient is how you use a 
vibrator. Of course there are other choices. A 
alternative medicine if you will. If you want to 
keep your hole ready, a dildo or other similar 
objects will suffice.” 

A cock? Could I have a dick in my ass? I got a 
finger. A man’s still penetrating me any way. 

He withdrew his finger and my muscles 
clenched at the emptiness. 

My forehead scrunched. He peeled off his blue 
glove. “Not to worry. You have the tight ass of a 
healthy young man.” He licked his lips. “We 
should check your sperm count. A low count is 
indicative of so many nasty conditions.” He tilted 
his head. “I’m sure you’ll agree we should make 



the most of this exam?” 


I shrugged as best I could while strapped. 

“Excellent. A most cooperative patient.” His 
hand went around my cock and he squeezed 
tight. It already throbbed but increased its speed. 
His heat pressed into my shaft and I let out a long 
breath. 

He leaned in until he was just inches away 
from my slickened glans. “Excellent. You 
already have a bead of pre-cum. I’m not 
surprised. A virile young man such as yourself.” 
He sucked in a mouthful of air and blew out over 
my dick. 

I inhaled deep. The scent of ammonia and him 
mixed. It wasn’t a bad smell, it just smelled like 
men. I guess it made sense. 

“However, this isn’t a reliable test. We have to 
go deeper.” 


“Deeper? Like 



His lips went around the swollen end of my 
cock and I jerked hard. It was in that instant I 
understood the need for the restraints. 

I tried to say something but all I could do was 
let out a low drawn out guttural moan. 

His tongue went around die end of my cock in 
a slow lazy circle. I bunked against the restraints 
but to their credit they kept me in place. His 
tongue went back and forth through my slit. 
Electricity fanned out with each pass. 

My arms stretched against the straps and my 
biceps grew out. Not sure what I was, but I 
wanted to just hold his head and rock back and 
forth. 

Instead I endured the painful pleasure of his 
sucks. 

Inch by slow wet inch, he went until the end 
of my dick ran against the back of his mouth. My 
eyebrow rose as he took it all. He swallowed 
around me. I let out a long moan if not a scream. 



“Sweet Jesus.” 


He mumbled something but I couldn’t hear 
through my dick. Still the vibrations from his 
speech ran against my glans and I jerked against 
my restraints. 

My cock slipped out of his mouth and he held 
it between his finger and his thumb. Back and 
forth he went kneading my cock while I 
continued to shimmy against the restraints. 

He blew a long low hot breath over the 
slickened end of my dick. My entire body tensed 
as I sucked in his aroma just as he did to my 
cock. 

He flattened his tongue and ran it over my 
end. “Tell me Robert, have you ever had your 
dick sucked before?” 

I let out a breathy whisper and nodded 
quickly. “Yes... uh by a girl.” 

He let out an acknowledging murmur. “And 



which is better?” 


“You.” 

“Interesting.” His tongue went around the end 
of my cock in a long lazy circle. “Incomplete 
blow job and you prefer this. These are excellent 
results.” 

I started to say something, but he sucked the 
end of my dick back into his mouth. I could 
barely see but he sucked in his cheeks hard and I 
opened my mouth wide as he clamped around 
me. Back and forth he went with his lips around 
my dick tight as the room filled with an almost 
obscene slurping sound. 

No girl’s been this good. Is it technique or his 
maleness? 

Better make sure and run more tests. 

He leaned forward and impaled his mouth 
further on my thick meaty spear while lavishing 
his tongue back and forth. My leg muscles 



bulged out as they strained against the Velcro 
restraints. 

Inch by slow inch he took my enhre cock until 
he hit the back of his throat. He didn’t cough. 

Someone’s got experience. 

His tempo sped up until I couldn’t count the 
pauses between his head bobs. Spit and my pre- 
cum dripped off his chin and onto my legs and 
balls. 

My balls tightened, and I felt the familiar 
upcoming sneeze of my orgasm. My dick swelled 
out and I ttied to grab his head. All I could do 
was flex against the restraints as my ass lifted off 
the table. 

“Oh God... I’m coming.” 

For the first time in my life, I came into 
another man’s mouth. I convulsed hard 
everywhere especially around my main muscle. I 
couldn’t see his head well but I sure felt the 



warm wet sucks of Doctor Gay as my spunk hit 
the back of this throat. 

Painfully pleasurable electricity raced along 
my body as I just endured the sheer bliss of an 
expert blow-job. I expected him to spit my seed, 
but he swallowed every single drop of my warm 
wet spunk. 

Like a true professional... 

His hands went to my ass, and he sunk his 
fingers into my tight muscles while I shot several 
times into his mouth. 

He kept my dick in until the last of my 
aftershocks subsided. Even then he gave one long 
lingering suck to take every last bit of my cum. 
When he finished, he ran his finger over his lips 
then mimed a sucking motion. 

He leaned over and my nose wrinkled at his 
scent. It wasn’t a bad smell - he just smelled like 
male sex. Even though I just came in his mouth, 
my cock throbbed out again. 



Guess that means something. 

His thick hand ran along my forehead and he 
wiped off the beads of sweat. He ran his tongue 
over his finger before he leaned forward. My 
eyes widened as his lips pressed against mine. I 
started to say something, and he took it as 
permission to slip inside my mouth. 

I let out a long breath as his tongue danced 
against mine. He didn’t kiss me — we kissed 
each other. My dick throbbed out again as his 
tongue went in a lazy circle. He paused and I 
returned the favor. 

Back and forth we went gently sucking while I 
tasted our mixed sex. Cum, spit, and our 
individual flavors mixed. It was the taste of us - 
our sex - and I loved it. 

He pulled back and I leaned forward kissing at 
air. 

My forehead scrunched in disappointment. I 
just had a great blowjob - the best in my life - 



but I wanted more. 


His rich almost musical voice spoke. “So... 
Prognosis? Gay or not?” 

I narrowed my eyes and grinned. “I’m pretty 
sure, but can we run further tests just to be safe?” 

His eyebrow rose as his fingers slid down my 
chest and then toward my cock. 

“Oh? And what does the patient recommend 
the doctor to do?” 

I shrugged slightly. “You’re the doctor. Is 
there another test that removes all doubt.” I 
swallowed hard. “I’m willing to submit to any 
test no matter how invasive.” 

His eyes narrowed and his finger went down 
in a large lazy circle around my dick. 

“Well there is one test, and it involves very 
specialized equipment.” His finger inched closer. 
“If you’re sure, we can do it. After all, a good 
doctor takes his patients wishes into 



consideration.” His finger glanced against the 
edge of my hole and then withdrew. My ass 
cheeks clenched in disappointment. 

I nodded. “Thank you doctor... for 
considering my needs” 

His hands went to his tight white pants, and he 
pulled at his buckle. All the while, he never took 
his eyes off me. His constant stare was incredibly 
hot. My dick certainly thought so. It wasn’t as 
hard as before but it was still semi-erect. Usually 
it took longer to recover but not today. 

His pants caught around his flexed out thighs. 

Someone else works out. 

He pushed his pants down until he stretched 
over his muscles. My eyes widened at the thick 
curved bulge just under his white underwear. He 
was already wet and sticky and it seeped through. 
I took in a big inhale and smelled his ammonia 
arousal. His thumbs went under his waistband 
and he pulled out. 



My heart raced. I’ve seen other cocks before - 
like in the locker room. All I could do there was 
just take a quick glance. It’s not like you can just 
stare at another man’s dick. 

Now I can. 

His waistband ran over the end of his wet 
glans and he pulled down. My eyes widened at 
the thick piece of meat jutting through a trimmed 
nest of pubic hair. lust enough to scream man but 
still neat. 

I’m not small but he was bigger than me by an 
inch and thicker too. I bit my lip and just took in 
the sight of his long thick veiny cock. 

A dick is already manly but damn if he didn’t 
get a second or third helping. 

Glad you ’re my first. 

My eyes went under his perfect cock toward 
his balls. They looked tight but heavy. 

Probably full of cum - and it’s all going inside 



my ass. 

His hand went around his dick and he rocked 
back and for as he stared me down. He kicked off 
the pants and shoes with his feet then walked 
over. He tapped the end of his wet slick cock 
against my mouth. My nose wrinkled at the sharp 
musky smell. I didn’t dislike it. He definitely 
smelled like a man but the scent wasn’t 
unpleasant. I took another deeper breath and 
smiled. 

“Kiss it.” 

I did and tasted his brine. My tongue ran 
around my lips savoring the flavor. He leaned 
forward again and ran the bottom length of his 
shaft along my lips. My tongue ran around as 
best I could and I followed the thickest engorged 
veins until I kissed his head again. 

I leaned forward and he backed away. Again I 
kissed at the air. 


“That’s not the test.” 



My ass muscles clenched in anticipation. 

He walked over to the cabinet with the clear 
lube from earlier and his dick bobbed up and 
down with each step. His cock was magnificent 
but so was the rest of him. He reminded me of 
those statues at the art museum. Each footstep 
flexed out his ass and leg muscles. He wasn’t a 
thick guy - well he was in some places - but his 
muscles were lean and defined. Living stone that 
stretched out his skin with every step. 

The room filled with the spurting sounds of 
liquid forced out of the tube. He slathered up his 
hand and spread the cool liquid between my ass 
cheeks. Back and forth he went all around my 
hole and deep inside. 

I pushed toward him and whispered. “Sweet 
Jesus.” 

He let out a low guttural laugh and worked the 
liquid in and out of my ass until I was soaked. 


“Even though you’ve been a bad boy and 



played with vibrators, it’s good to use lots of 
lube.” His finger pressed hard. “Wouldn’t want to 
hurt you... well more than you like.” 

I took in a deep breath. If it was possible to 
come from just his words, I would have. Judging 
from the throbbing in my dick, I almost did. 

A bead of liquid pulled at the end of my cock 
and he grinned when he noticed. His eyebrow 
rose. “Excellent results.” 

He pulled his finger out of my ass and lifted 
up his lube covered hand. He shook his head. “I 
used too much lube, and the towel is all the way 
over there.” His head furrowed in mock 
concentration. “Perhaps there’s another way to 
relieve all this excess lube?” 

His hand ran along my already wet balls and 
then up my shaft. I jerked back and yelled loud. 
To say it felt good was an understatement. Felt 
like describing a tsunami as a wave. Accurate but 
not close enough to describing the sheer electric 



pleasure of my almost orgasm. 

It was purely from force of will I didn’t come 
over his face. I’m not exactly sure why I tried to 
hold back my orgasm. Maybe I wanted my first 
time to be simultaneous. Stereotypical perhaps, 
but it just felt right to come when he did. 

My hands balled into tight fists as he smeared 
the remaining lube onto my dick and balls. He 
pressed another pedal on the floor and the room 
filled with a long ground out ‘whirl’ sound. My 
ass went out further while my legs spread further 
apart. I never felt so vulnerable in my life and I 
loved it. 

He shimmied back and forth while he found 
the perfect spot. He leaned forward, and he slid 
his thick long veiny cock between my ass. 

Oh man. Another guy’s dick is in me. 

Technically, he was just between my ass 
cheeks but that still counted. He pushed forward 
and the blunt end of his dick pushed against 



something inside. Again I wasn’t trying to keep 
him out, but he didn’t move forward. I 
remembered his earlier advice and ‘forced’ him 
out. With a soft pop he went past whatever it was 
and slid deeper inside me. 

His eyes narrowed. “That was your ring... in 
case you’re wondering.” 

He stayed still and let me get used to his dick 
in my ass. 

“Don’t worry, it’ll stretch out in time.” He 
winked at the last part. 

I smiled at the implications. This wouldn’t be 
the last time I got a dick in my ass. Besides the 
obvious answer to my earlier question, knowing 
what I was, opened up a new world of sexual 
experiences. There were so many things I wanted 
to try and repeat, I couldn’t wait 

Speaking of can’t wait. 

I tried to angle my ass deeper toward him but 



with the restraints, all I could do was just 
shimmy slightly and clench at his dick. 

He let out a satisfied grunt. “That’s right. 
Clamp your ass around my cock. I want you to 
grip me hard when I come into that sweet young 
ass.” 

My dick throbbed out again. 

His lab coat fell to the floor while he stood 
still between my cheeks. I bit my lip and just 
stared at his perfecdy chiseled abs and his 
developed chest muscles. I already had several 
new experiences but for the first time of my life, 

I was completely naked with another guy. My 
face hurt from my wide grin as I eyeballed every 
single visible hard muscle. 

I bet if I touched him, it’ll be pure living stone. 

His fingers dug into my leg muscles as he 
pushed forward another inch. My mouth opened 
wide in a silent scream as I arched my head back. 



It hurt like the vibrator but he was far thicker. 
A strange sort of pleasurable pain grew as he 
stretched me out from within. I wasn’t sure if the 
two mixed and I couldn’t separate either one or if 
the pain was pleasurable. Guess it didn’t matter 
since I liked it. 

I didn’t even need my thick swollen dripping 
dick to confirm it. 

He pressed forward ignoring the low guttural 
moan that escape from my mouth. My insides 
moved to make room for the thick anal invader. 
Just when I couldn’t take anymore, his balls 
pressed against mine and our sweat rubbed 
against each other. 

Damn this is better than any vibrator. 

And deeper too. 

Thanks to the table, my legs were high in the 
air and spread apart. It gave him plenty of room 
to slam against me. I only stuck the vibrator a 
few inches in my ass but he went way beyond 



that. He was thicker and longer than anything I 
ever had in there before and it felt great. 

I nodded to my unasked question. I’m gay. 
Give me a big dick in my ass and I’m happy. Just 
wished I tried it sooner. 

He sped up his tempo but still took time to 
pause between every jerk of his cock. Every time 
he withdrew, he kept an inch of his engorged 
glans just inside my ass. My muscles clenched 
around him perhaps in fear he might leave. 

My insides pushed apart with every quick and 
smooth thrust. I didn’t have a lot of anal 
experience but it seemed like he knew what he 
was doing. Every thrust had the aura of 
confidence only a master lover had. 

Guess the MD on his diploma stands for 
Master of Dicks. 

Back and forth he went to while my eyes 
closed in frustration. I wanted to come, yet I 
didn’t. Maybe it was a holdover from my old life. 



Whenever I came, that was the end. Now I could 
come but as long as the other guy still had it in 
them or rather had it in me, we could keep going. 

I shook my head. 

No, I want to come with him for my first time. 

Judging from the throbs and my swollen cock, 
it wouldn’t be long. I still couldn’t believe I 
could come so soon. Guess that proves I’m gay. 

Not that there’s anything wrong with it. I 
shook my head with a grin so wide it hurt my 
face. Nope, nothing wrong at all 

His foot hit the floor lever and my position 
changed again. My eyes widened just like my 
mouth. I let out a low guttural moan as he hit 
something deep inside. 

I gasped when I spoke. “What the hell is 
that?” 


He winked. “That’s your prostate.” 



I let out a low breath and my cock throbbed 
out every time he hit it. It hurt - yet didn’t. It felt 
like a pleasurable bruise. Maybe I like pain? 
Right now I couldn’t tell but I knew I like it. A 
bead of my pre-cum pooled and dripped down 
my cock. 

So close. 

He sped up, and I shook back and forth on the 
table - even with the restraints. 

My voice was low and guttural when I spoke. 
“Oh fuck me...” 

He panted hard and wiped away a bead of 
sweat before smiling. “What do you think I’m 
doing?” 

Giving me the best fuck of my life. That’s what. 

Back and forth he went within my well lubed 
ass. Every slam against my prostate jerked my 
body and bobbed my dick back and forth. A long 
rope of cum landed along my tight abdominal 



muscles. 


Between his quick pants, he spoke. “Ready to 
come?” 

I nodded fast. 

“Good. Me too!” 

His still slick hand went around my cock and 
he jerked up along my shaft. He gripped tight but 
with all the lube along my dick it just slid back 
and forth. He squeezed extra hard whenever he 
went along my glans. My shoulders tensed and I 
screamed. 

“Oh God. I’m about to- 

In my peripheral vision, I saw my tense flexed 
out biceps and my thighs flare out. Sweat ran into 
my eyes and my vision blurred. 

My cock swelled in his hand and I felt the 
familiar sneeze of my orgasm. I couldn’t see 
from the sweat but I felt every quick shot as it 
traveled up through and out my cock. My teeth 



grit with every painfully pleasurable spurt. 
Several ropes of hot sticky cum landed on my 
stomach and a few even traveled to my chest. 

Damn. 

Somewhere in the dreamy delirium I heard 
Doctor Gay’s deep guttural shout as he buried 
himself deep with my ass. 

He pushed against me hard and he filled me 
with a knowing warm wetness. I smiled. Another 
man’s cum is deep in my ass and 1 love it. 

I clenched hard around him and milked him of 
every drop of his wet warm spunk. His hand 
went up and down on my cock quickly. The table 
rattled and then increased in volume as he 
resumed his hard anal pounding. Widi the extra 
cum in my ass, every jerk of his cock filled the 
room with obscene squishing sounds that echo 
backed and forth. 

He continued to pound away for at least 
another minute. When he finished, he buried 



himself all the way and panted while he leaned 
over my stomach. Droplets of his sweat fell off 
his head, landed on my stomach and mixed with 
my spunk. I took a deep whiff of sweat and 
semen. The entire room smelt of man and sex. I 
smiled. 

It’s not a bad smell. 

I clenched one last time before he pulled out 
of my formerly virgin hole. I let out a gasp as he 
pulled back through my ring. 

He was already out, but I still felt his phantom 
thrusts in my ass. I wondered how long I’d still 
feel them and if I could sit in the morning. 

Still worth it. 

I stared at that rugged face under a thin sheen 
of sweat. He pulled at the restraints. The ripped 
Velcro echoed through the room. 

I took in several quick breaths before I spoke. 
“So prognosis, doctor?” 



His eyebrow rose. “You’re a healthy and hot 
- young gay man.” 

I smiled at the compliment. 

“Any further treatments?” 

He nodded empathically. “Oh yes. Most 
doctors don’t cure... we treat. You’ll want semi 
regular sessions.” He pulled up his pants, and I 
stared as long as I could at his cock. “I 
recommend a healthy session at least every other 
day, more if you can handle it.” 

He zipped his pants up. “I’m happy to provide 
but do you have anyone else that could help with 
your... treatments?” 

I thought about Peter and his sun-kissed surfer 
muscles and his ocean bleached hair. 

“Yeah... I think I do.” 

He smiled. “Excellent. I’ll write the 
prescription.” 



DOCTOR GAY - TOP TO 
BOTTOM 


Chris pressed his bare back against the stone 
wall next to our fireplace. He folded his taut sun- 
kissed bronze surfer arms and waited for my 
response. The raised, ticked-off eyebrow I knew 
too well stared back under a mess of beach-blond 
hair. His tight, light blue tank top clung against 
his lean, hard chest muscles. Water spots of 
morning surf dotted the bottom of his tank top 
and pressed against his washboard stomach. 

Yeah, I don’t blame you for clinging. I grip 
that body myself. 

He’s thinner than me, but damn if he didn’t 
have a tight little body. Perfect for me to bend 
over and just take. 

Better not suggest it. It’ll make him angrier. 

I’d kept my big and bulky football player 



body from college. Chris was in shape, but 
pound for pound he couldn’t match my physique. 
Hey, it’s not bragging if it’s true. Someone’s got 
to be the bigger, and hence dominant one in the 
relationship. With my size and muscles I’m the 
natural choice. 

Try telling Chris that. 

Just because I’m gay doesn’t mean I like a 
dick up my ass. Some gays might, but I’m not 
one of them. Yes, I like his tangy male sweat as I 
breathe in his sweat after a surf. Just the smell of 
ocean and man. Nothing gets my dick harder 
than his deep male grunt as he sucks my cock. So 
yeah. I’m into guys. I just don’t let them into me. 

I sighed mentally. It’s not like he’s hurting - in 
a bad way. Judging from those high pitched 
screams he likes it. Hell, he loves it. 

I don’t see why we have to switch roles. With 
my size cock, it’d be a shame to not pick it over 
Chris ’s. 



I rubbed the bridge of my nose. “Do we have 
to go through this again?” I held out my arms 
and gestured for him to come. 

“Forget it Brad. Those puppy dog eyes won’t 
work on me. I’m tired of being the one to take 
it.” 


“Like you mind.” 

His eyebrow went up and he held out that 
damn business card. “I don’t mind, but my ass 
and mouth can’t take it all the time.” His hand 
went down along his crotch. “Besides, I like to 
use what I got. I’d like to fuck too.” 

His eyes went up. “What’s the matter, afraid?” 

He wasn’t as big as me, but damn close. 

My lips pursed. Amazingly, I’m one of those 
gay men who’s never had a dick in his mouth or 
ass. Had lots of offers, but it wasn’t my style. 

I took another look at his eyes and he stared 
back hard. 



Yeah, I’m not talking my way out of this. 

He tossed the white card through the air. It 
arced high and to the side, but thanks to my 
football player reflexes, I caught it with two 
fingers. 

Chris pursed his lips in admiration and I 
caught a hint of a smile. “See him for one 
session. If it doesn’t work, I won’t mention it 
again.” 

I inhaled deeply. We spent too many hours 
fighting recently. If I went, I could say I ‘tried’. 

I read the card. “So is he like a psychiatrist or 
something?” 

Chris pressed his lips together, almost as if he 
tried to hide a smile. “Not exactly. He helps 
people like us.” 

I shook my head and chuckled. “I still can’t 
believe that’s his name.” 



*** 


I half thought it was an elaborate joke, but 
later in the day I sat in the waiting room of 
Doctor Gay. 

Geez, there’s a name to grow up with. It was 
bad enough growing up with rumors. Thankfully, 
I had my muscles to fight against bullies growing 
up. Glad I didn’t have a name like that to fan the 
flames - no pun intended. 

I ran my fingers along the deep red oak chairs 
and whistled low. Doc has class. I still wasn’t 
sure what kind of doctor he was. The office 
almost had a day spa feel. The redwood floors 
reflected the overhead soft yellow lights. In the 
distance, easy listening music played. 

My eyes closed and I tried to let the music 
sooth me. I failed. 

Why in the hell did I have to come here? I’m a 



good boyfriend. Sure I look, but I’ve never 
cheated on him. We both make good money and 
travel the world. So what if I’m the one that likes 
to stick it in? I’m good at it. It’s a waste of 
resources otherwise. 

My fingers ran along the business card. Chris 
said nothing, but I got the underlying 
implication. If I didn’t do this, who knows where 
our relationship would be? Changing just to keep 
a man never works, but what’s one visit? 

Just one session, say I did it, and then it’s on 
Chris. 

I smiled. Or in him... 

My eyes narrowed and I imagined him on his 
surfboard. Tight thigh muscles flexing back and 
forth as he kept his balance. 

Damn, he’s got the tightest ass. Even with all 
the pounding I give. 

My eyes closed and my cock throbbed out 



against my pants. There was something to having 
an available fuck at home. 


And what a fuck he is. 

My hand ran along my bulge and I sighed. 

A deep cough took me out of my daydream. I 
moved my hand fast and opened my eyes. 

A musical voice called out. “Brad Brown?” 

I blinked and gulped hard. Hello doc! Damn. 

He had a white paper mask over his mouth but 
I swore I caught the laugh lines of a smile. I’m a 
tall guy, but he was taller by a few inches. His 
hair was just short enough to keep from grabbing 
in the heat of passion, but it gave him a 
professional look I always found hot. 

His white doctor’s coat hung open and his 
hard tanned chest muscles peeked through. His 
sleeves were rolled up and I blinked at his biceps. 
Even at rest they flexed out. 



I expected an older guy, but not somebody 
who looked like a model in a costume. With his 
muscles, he wouldn’t look out of place at a gay 
Halloween party. Well he would, but only 
because everybody would stare at him. 

I bit the side of my mouth as I stared at his 
crotch. His white pants allowed every wrinkle to 
show around his long curved dick. It was almost 
like several lines pointed toward his cock as if 
saying ‘Here it is! Come get it!’ 

Okay, I’ve never cheated, but there’s no way I 
couldn’t look at something that thick and long. 

His head tilted. “Brad?” 

I blinked and shook myself out of my dick 
delirium. “Yeah, that’s me.” 

His deep voice rang out. With die music 
overhead it was almost like he sung with the 
music. He didn’t have the sing-song voice some 
gay guys do - or pretend they have. There was 
just something mesmerizing about his voice. 



And the rest of him. 

I know who I’m bending over in my dreams 
tonight. 

His hand went out to shake my hand. He had a 
strong grip, but he wasn’t an asshole about it. In 
my peripheral vision, I saw his baseball player 
biceps bulge out, stretching his tanned skin 
outward. My cock throbbed in response. 

“Pleasure to meet you Brad. You’re a very 
interesting case. I’m looking forward to... 
treating your condition.” He smiled as he said it. 

My forehead scrunched in confusion. I was 
about to ask, but he turned around and walked 
down the hallway. His black, shiny shoes tapped 
against the redwood floor as I stared at his butt. 
I’m not sure why he wore pants that tight, but I 
wouldn’t complain. 

Every single step along the redwood floor 
wrapped his pants around his tight ass. Saying he 
wore pants seemed a little inaccurate. It was 



almost like his pants were glued against every 
hard crevasse of his muscles. 

I adjusted my crotch while his back was 
turned. 

He stopped and gestured toward a room. A 
wave of cold ran along my arms and shoulders as 
I stepped into a small, white room. I’m healthy 
and haven’t needed a doctor in a while. One 
advantage of staying in shape. 

That said, I didn’t recognize the strange 
padded table in the middle of the room. It 
somewhat looked like a bed, but about half as 
long. It had two padded planks on its side and 
near the edge of the ‘bed’ were long chrome bars 
attached to thick blue boots with black Velcro 
straps. 

Maybe he sees women patients ? 

In my mind’s eye, I imagine several ways a 
woman would fit on there. 



Guess it makes sense. One advantage of being 
a guy. I’ll never be strapped to an examination 
table with my legs in the air while some guy 
sticks his hand inside. 

I found a spot between the chrome metal bars 
while he leafed through a brown folder. He 
pulled off the white paper mask. He mumbled to 
himself as he read off the report. Most of the 
conversation was incomprehensible. I thought I 
heard ‘anal’ and ‘oral’between mumbles. 

He threw the folder under an elevated glass 
cabinet filled with assorted bottles. His hands 
went to his sides and I couldn’t help but notice 
his arms and chest push out against his clothes. I 
shifted in my seat and tried to relieve the 
pressure near my crotch. 

His deep, almost musical voice called out. “So 
your boyfriend says you won’t reciprocate.” 


Here we go. 

I sucked in a huge breath. “That’s his side of 



the story. I do my part.” 


He smiled and held up his hand. “No 
judgment. Let me say it another way. You don’t 
go down on him or let him penetrate you?” 

My jaw clenched. I wasn’t sure what side of 
the issue he’d be on, but I didn’t need people 
telling me how to fuck. I shook my head. “No. 
It’s just not what I’m into.” 

“But he does it to you.” 

My nose flared and I scratched at the back of 
my neck. I still wasn’t sure what kind of doctor 
he was. He dressed like a ‘normal’ doctor, but he 
asked questions like a psychiatrist. 

My hands gripped the side of the bed or seat - 
whatever it was. 

“I’m not the bad guy here, Doc. He likes it” 

His eyes narrowed and he stared for several 
quick heartbeats. Normally I’d love a cute guy to 
check me out like that, but there was something 



in his stance I found uncomfortable. Almost as if 
I was a specimen under a microscope. 

“Have you ever tr ied it?” 

I shook my head. “No. Just because I’m gay 
doesn’t mean I’ll do it.” 

“Chris said something similar. He said you’re 
worried about acting like the stereotypical gay.” 
He mimed air quotes for the last part. 

“Because I’m not.” 

“He told me you two almost didn’t get 
together. You hated that he was thinner and 
smaller than you.” His thick finger ran down his 
jaw. “You have an aversion to acting ‘gay.’ At 
least to what the world perceives as 
homosexual.” 

My eyes narrowed. I opened my mouth to 
argue, but was there something to what he said? 
It’s hard enough to be a gay guy even in this year. 
I hated how the world had expectations on how 



we acted. Thought since I was out, I didn’t care. 

Do I? 

He shrugged. “Another possibility is you have 
a medical condition that’s subconsciously 
protecting you.” 

He noticed my confused reaction. 

“Basically, your body’s trying to defend you 
so you don’t do certain things.” 

My mouth pursed to the side. I wasn’t sure if 
that was it either. 

He gestured towards my clothing. “Disrobe 
for the examination please.” 

My lips pressed together. “So is this like a 
normal exam or are you a psychiatrist? You’re 
like both.” 

He tapped his forehead and then his hard chest 
muscles. “Many philosophies believe the mind 
and the body are the same. Modern medical 



techniques propose we consider both. If one’s out 
of alignment, the other half suffers.” 

His mouth went up in a slight grin. “You’re 
not afraid to get undressed in front of another 
man, are you?” 

I snorted loud. “Of course not.” 

“Afraid of what you got down there?” 

What kind of doctor is this ? 

“No. I got plenty there.” 

His eyebrow rose. “Oh, do tell.” 

Might as well. I’m already here. 

I got undressed and just felt his eyes follow 
me as I pulled off my shirt. It clung to my 
football player body as I pulled up. I thought I 
heard the sound of heavy breathing, but I wasn’t 
sure. I turned around and pulled down my pants 
and kicked off my shoes. 

His comment about my size bothered me. So I 



made sure he saw my dick when I undressed. 

I scooted my clothing off to the side and just 
stared as my semi-erect cock pointed at him. His 
eyebrows went up and he nodded in admiration. 

He opened the glass cabinet and pulled out a 
pair of light blue latex gloves. His fingers 
wormed their way into five tight cavities. 

He pulled the opening out and then released it 
with a snap that echoed throughout the room. 

My shoulders rose as his flexed his hand. 

“Turn and spread your legs please.” 

My left eyebrow went up. “For what?” 

The musical notes in his voice disappeared 
and his eyes narrowed. “I hope you won’t ask me 
to explain every single action.” 

I sucked in a huge breath. 

His hands went out. “Fine, if you need to 
know. I wish to examine your scrotum.” 



Normally I wouldn’t let another guy besides 
Chris touch me. He was a doctor and I suppose 
that made it all right. 

I nodded my acceptance. I spread my legs 
apart and felt the cool air of the office touch my 
butt crack. Even my balls felt the chill in the air. 
His latex finger ran against my ball seam and I 
jerked hard. I watched my dick bob up and grow 
in length and width. It’s my dick, but I never 
grew tired of seeing it ready for sex. 

Poor cock. It’s just a medical exam. Maybe 
when we get back,you can re-visit Chris’s ass. 

Doctor Gay chuckled when he noticed my 
reaction. “Don’t worry, it’s a perfectly normal 
reaction - especially for gay guys.” 

Guess he’s got a point Hard enough - no pun 
intended - for a hot, muscled guy to touch your 
dick and not get hard. 

Even through the latex glove, I still felt the 
warmth of his hand as he gently cupped my balls. 



My dick continued its erection and I balled my 
hands into fists. In my peripheral vision, I saw 
my football player muscles stretch out my tanned 
skin. 

Careful doc, it might go off. 

His latex covered fingers and palm continued 
to push softly against my balls. I wasn’t touching 
them myself but I could tell that they were heavy 
and full of cum. I shifted my stance. 

Maybe there was something to what Chris was 
saying. 1 like to fuck - what man doesn’t? Kinda 
thought it was a bonus for him. I shook my head 
mentally. 

Nah, he’s just complaining - that’s his nature. 

The doctor handed me a tissue and nodded 
toward the end of my cock. A bead of shiny 
moisture already pooled at the end. I sucked in a 
breath and dabbed the end of my dick. My body 
jerked hard as I held off the sneeze of my 
orgasm. 



“Back on the table please.” 

I climbed back on the table as best I could 
with my hard dick bobbing up and down. A thin 
spider web of translucent cum dropped onto the 
floor. Either the doctor didn’t notice or didn’t 
care. 

He pulled out the side arm planks and pulled 
my feet into place. I jerked my arms and feet 
back. 

His eyebrow went up in response. 

“I’m not letting you strap me down.” 

He shrugged. “Quite right. You’ll request for 
me to do that... and more.” 

I gave a fake smile. “That’s it, I’m out of 
here.” 

I tried to look dramatic and alpha, but it’s hard 
when your dick is swaying back and forth. 


His voice was flat and monotone. “I’ll tell 



your boyfriend you left early, weren’t responsive, 
and refused the tests.” 

“So?” 

“I believe he requested this to help your 
relationship?” He paused for several heartbeats. 
“Tell me Brad, will he enjoy hearing how you 
didn’t try?” 

My lips pursed and I frowned. I didn’t plan on 
letting Chris take me in the ass or to take his 
cock down my throat. I figured if I just saw the 
doctor, that would be it. 

Sorry Chris, I saw the doc. Nothing changed, 
get sucking. 

He walked back to the examination table and 
patted the arm pads. “Your examination awaits.” 

Damn you. No. Damn both of you. 

I clenched my jaw and balled my hand into a 
fist. This whole thing just seemed an extreme 
waste of time. Still, if I wanted to stop the 



fighting at home, I had to do this. 

The doctor’s red lips went up in a sly smile. 
“So you want me to put you on the examination 
table?” 

My nostrils flared and I nodded. 

“Then request for me to do so. We wouldn’t 
want to force you.” 

I forced a smile and my voice came out in a 
dull growl. “Can you please allow me on the 
exam table?” 

He stared for a quick heartbeat. “Of course!” 

My heart pounded in my chest as I lied back 
down on the contraption. My eyes stared ahead at 
the white ceiling while he positioned my body in 
place. Thick, black Velcro straps went over my 
wrists. Likewise, he pulled hard on the straps 
around the blue boots. Their padded insides 
squeezed against my feet. 

I’m a big guy and I’ve got muscles, but all I 



could do was move the barest of centimeters as I 
tugged against the Velcro. 

His latex fingers ran along my chest and I felt 
the residual heat fan out. The musical quality to 
his voice returned. “Don’t worry, I’ve dealt with 
many guys with your condition - some with 
advanced cases.” His finger ran along the inside 
of my thigh. “Every single one... now cured.” 

“Got nothing to cure, doc. Just do your exam 
and tell him I did this stupid thing.” 

He leaned over and tugged at the thick black 
straps around my arm. My nose wrinkled at the 
smell of antiseptic mixed with his unmistakable 
male odor. He blocked the view of my cock but I 
could tell it throbbed out. 

When I get out, I’m fucking you hard in the 
ass Chris, for wasting my time. 

He walked between my slightly spread legs 
and stared. His lips pressed together. “So many 
treatment options.” 



My eyebrows rose. “You mean examination 
options?” 

‘To-mato... toma-to. They’re both the same.” 
He walked over to the glass cabinet and got out a 
familiar clear tube. 

I shouted, “No.” 

He nodded. “Oh, yes.” 

“Doc, I won’t let you stick your finger in my 
ass.” 

“Medical examination, remember?” He held 
his hand over my chest, inches away from my 
face and squirted the semi translucent lube onto 
his fingers. A dollop fell onto my chest and I 
shivered at the cool sensation. 

“You wouldn’t want me to tell your boyfriend 
you were uncooperative, would you?” 

It’s just an exam. Might be good to get 
checked out. 



Besides, it’s not really sex. I’m not letting 
another man dominate me. 

Ami? 

A low mechanical whir filled the room and my 
legs rose to the ceiling and then spread apart. The 
bottom of the table angled upward. 

For the first time in my life, my entrance was 
exposed to another man about to penetrate me. 

The coolness of the room blew against my 
exposed ass and I clenched hard. This is the first 
time I’ve ever had it so open. My lip pursed in 
wonder. I’m not sure how it felt... just weird. 

His slick, lube-covered finger slid between my 
ass cheeks. My eyes widened. 

It’ll be over in a few seconds. 

To his credit, he didn’t shove his finger 
through. To be fair, I never did either. I always 
treated my bottoms with a certain ‘rough 
tenderness.’ I started gentle, but got rough and 



ready as my orgasm approached. Hell, some of 
them begged for it like little bitches. 

Ah, and what lovely bitches they were. 

His finger continued its slow but unyielding 
march between my butt cheeks. I clenched hard 
and he smiled. 

“Are you trying to keep me out, or pull me 
in?” 


“Neither.” 

I wasn’t inviting him in, but at the same time, 

I let him worm his thick finger deeper within my 
ass. 

I’ve never had anybody stick something there 
before, but I knew what he was pressing against. 
Unlike Chris, my ring wasn’t stretched with 
hundreds of hard pounding anal sessions. I was 
always on the other end. 

He pushed hard against my ring. He wasn’t 
cruel about it but his slow continual push told me 



he wouldn’t be denied. 

His rich musical voice called out. “You’re not 
trying to be difficult are you?” 

I shook my head quickly. 

“What do you tell other guys when you’re 
fucking them in the ass?” 

Relax - force me out. 

I followed my own advice and his thick finger 
slid past my ring. I’m not sure if it was by 
accident or intention but he buried himself deep. 
So much, his knuckles spread my ass cheeks 
wide. I tensed hard and my body jerked up 
towards the ceiling. If it wasn’t for the thick 
Velcro straps, I would’ve jumped off the table. 

In my peripheral vision, I saw my flexed out 
biceps and leg muscles push up against the 
straps. I took a quick deep breath and tried to 
relax. 


Easier said than done. 



I’ve always been the one that took the other 
guy, but I’ve wondered. It wasn’t something I’d 
ever do - at least until today. Still I’ve wondered 
what it felt like. I didn’t have to wonder 
anymore. It was almost like a stretched out, 
burning sensation. 

I panted quickly as my ass muscles continued 
to clench around his finger. It hurt but not overly 
so. 


Pain’s no big deal. Tough it out! If Chris can 
take it so can you. 

Thanks to football, I’m used to the pain of 
other men pounding against me - but not in this 
way. I bit my lip and just concentrated on the 
throbbing burning sensation. 

I might be confused by the new feelings, but 
my cock wasn’t. It continued to swell out. 
Another bead of moisture grew at the end and 
glistened underneath the overhead lights. 

He noticed my growing liquid arousal and 



smiled. “Sony you waited so long?” 

“No.” 

Maybe ? 

My voice shook as he pushed his finger all he 
could. Even with the dull burning pain, my dick 
continued to bob up and down slowly. I tried to 
lift off the table. Thanks to the restraints, all I 
could do was just take his slow methodical 
pushes as he went side to side and up and down. 

He pulled his thick finger back, and the office 
filled with the almost obscene sound of lube 
sucked out of my ass. He pushed forward and an 
equally lewd sound followed as he shoved the 
lube back in. 

His eyebrow rose as a steady bead of moisture 
dropped along my engorged glans then dripped 
down the shaft along the vein. 

“So, somebody likes it? Are you sure Mister 
Big Top isn’t Mister Bottom?” 



Heat flashed over my face. I didn’t answer 
him, but inside, I wasn’t so sure. Was I being 
stupid by worrying about old-fashioned gay 
stereotypes? 

As if in response, my ass clenched around his 
finger but with the lube, there’s no way I could 
hold him in. 

Did I want to ? 

I looked at my dick now wet with moisture. 

Yeah, I think I do. 

He continued to stretch my hole while the 
sucking liquid sound filled the room. I closed my 
eyes. This was too much like sex for my liking. 
It’s one thing if the doctor gave me an 
examination but I didn’t want to cheat on Chris. 

He’s the one that told you to come. 

I shook my head. I can t 

Want to save your relationship? 



By cheating ? 

He pulled his finger back until just the tip 
stayed inside. I clenched hard. 

He let out a low, guttural moan. “Oh yeah, big 
boy. Do that when my cock’s in your ass!” 

My eyebrow rose and I shook my head 
quickly. “No...” 

“What’s the matter? Is my big strapping man 
afraid of my cock?” 

Memories of his hard bulge went through my 
mind. 

Maybe? 

That wasn’t the point. I wouldn’t cheat on 
Chris. 

I grit my teeth as I forced out the words. “It... 
feels good.” 

“Uh huh... go on. This is excellent progress.” 



I swallowed hard. “I can’t do this with you.” 

“But you do want a cock in your ass?” 

I blinked several times as I considered the 
question. I still wasn’t sure, but I wondered if 
there was a way out of this. Away to save my 
literal ass. 

I’m not sure if I lied or not, but I answered. 
“Yes... I want a cock in my ass. I’d rather do it 
with Chris.” 

His lips pressed together in a frown. “It’s not 
very nice to get Doctor Gay worked up.” He ran 
his other finger over his chin. “Still I don’t want 
to get between two guys... well I do, but you 
understand.” He let out a wondering murmur. 
“You’d do it with Chris?” 

I shook my head quickly. 

“You swear?” 


I nodded swiftly and his face softened. 



Great. I can wonder about this later. At least I 
don’t have to deal with it now. 

“Let me hear you say it.” 

“Doc, if Chris were here, I’d let me fuck me 
hard in the ass.” 

He smiled wide and gooseflesh rose on my 
arms. 

That’s a creepy smile. 

“Well if you say so...” 

He turned and walked towards the door. As he 
opened it, I saw a familiar lean and muscled 
bleached blond man. My cock didn’t need help, 
but when I saw his shirtless tanned chest, it 
bobbed out again. I grit my teeth as the familiar 
electric shiver went up my shaft. A small bead of 
pre-cum leaked over the side of my cock and 
dripped onto my six-pack stomach. 


“Chris?” 



The side of his mouth went up in a grin. He 
stared at me for several quick heartbeats before 
his gaze went over the medical contraption. “Oh, 

I remember this device.” He jerked his head 
towards the doctor. “He helped me out a long 
time ago. Figured he could do the same for us.” 

I exhaled quickly and jerked as he slapped his 
hands together. Taut lean muscles that paddled 
him out on the surf flexed hard. “Now what’s this 
I hear about my cock, and your ass.” 

I close my eyes. 

I lost. 

Did I? 

He walked closer, and I smelled the familiar 
aroma of his ocean male musk. Both scents were 
synonymous with each other. Sometimes I didn’t 
know which was his. Might explain why I always 
got a hard-on whenever I went to the beach. 

He looked down towards my strapped body. 



His finger ran along my inner thigh muscles, just 
outside my cock, and up my chest. His heat 
lingered. In the background, Doctor Gay watched 
with folded arms. 

Chris whispered low. “So you want my dick?” 

I swallowed hard. It wasn’t so much having a 
dick between my ass cheeks. I’m gay, so I’m 
used to going against society’s expectations. The 
power reversal bugged me. 

Fie’ll dominate you. 

My dick throbbed in response. 

His hand went down to his swimmer shorts, 
and he gripped his cock. He did it for several 
quick heartbeats while I watched his bulge grow. 
“Is this what Brad wants? Hot and wet surfer 
dick?” 

I stared. He was the best thing that ever 
happened. Why was I having this hang-up? 

I didn’t intentionally decide, but I nodded 



almost as if I was outside my body. 

“Oh, no. That’s not good enough Brad. Say 
it.. 

I swallowed hard and forced the words out. 

My voice shook and it didn’t sound like me. “I 
want your dick.” 

He let out a wondering murmur. “Good 
enough for now I guess. I’ll make you grovel... 
later.” 

With that, the temperature in the air grew 
colder. Hundreds of gooseflesh bumps rose along 
my arms. A shift of power occurred and all three 
of us knew it. I wasn’t the alpha man anymore. 
Brad Brown who fucks other men was about to 
service someone. 

My heart skipped a beat and my lips pursed. If 
I must then I’m glad it’s him. 

He let out a long breath and my nose wrinkled 
as I smelled his hot warm air. 



“You know Brad, I think I almost came 
several times on my way here. The thought of 
your ass clenching hard around my cock...” His 
shoulders rose and he closed his eyes. “Damn, I 
can’t wait to bust a nut inside you. Never thought 
I’d get cherry ass but looks like I will.” 

I swallowed and stared at those eyes that were 
familiar - yet weren’t. The shaggy bleach blond 
hair and tight toned muscles were the same, but 
his stance changed. This wasn’t the subservient 
man who squealed as I pushed my dick deep 
inside him. 

This was someone else. I wasn’t sure if I 
should be afraid or excited. 

Maybe both ? 

He climbed onto the table and straddled me 
with two hard legs on each side. I’m stronger 
than he is, but muscles from living stone statues 
pressed against each other. 

Guess I’m the weaker one now. 



I tugged at the Velcro straps in response and 
moved the barest fraction of an inch. 

He smiled wide and brushed back his hair. 

“Oh, those are strong.” His eyebrow rose up. 
“Trust me, I know.” 

My nose wrinkled at the combined smell of 
the ocean and his cock under his swimmer shorts. 

Heh, surf and turf. 

There’s a lot of things I could say about Chris, 
but he had agility. The same sense of balance that 
allowed him to ride a wave got him undressed 
while he rode me. 

My eyes bulged as I saw his cock. I swore it 
grew since the last time I saw it. He has a damn 
nice cock, but I was thicker. At least I thought I 
was. Now, I wasn’t so sure. 

He fell forward and his hands stopped him just 
inches away from my face. In my peripheral 
vision, I saw his biceps flex out as he held 



himself inches away from my chest. 

I leaned to kiss him and he pulled away. “ You 
want to kiss something, kiss my cock.” 

My eyes widened. This wasn’t the Chris I 
knew. Yeah we fucked but there was always a bit 
of romance and playfulness to it. This wasn’t sex 
or making love, as the straights called it. This 
was fucking. 

He shimmied, and for the first time in my life, 
another man’s cock touched my lips. 

It was familiar, yet it wasn’t. I gave him a few 
reach-arounds while I did him in the ass but it’s 
never been near my lips. I inhaled deep and his 
oceanic male musk filled my nostrils. 

My tongue darted out tentatively and the tip 
pressed against his lower engorged vein. My 
heart raced as I tasted his brine. I wasn’t sure if it 
was the ocean, his personal taste, or just a 
combination. Whatever it was, it wasn’t bad. 



He grabbed his dick at the base and slapped 
my lips. “I said kiss it Brad. Kiss it like a man, or 
are you a little bitch?” 

My eyes narrowed and the bed whirred. The 
table shifted positions, and it pushed my body 
forward. Perfect for his cock. 

Fine. If I’ll suck his cock, I’ll do it like a man. 

I sucked in a quick breath and opened my mouth 
wide. 

I wrapped my lips around my teeth, licked 
around and leaned forward. 

My slickened lips ran over his engorged glans. 
Just because I was bigger didn’t mean he wasn’t 
big too. His swollen bulbous head stretched my 
lips out as he pushed forward. Brine and sweat 
ran along my tongue as did his swollen veins. 

I moaned out both in surprise of how much he 
stretched out my mouth and how quick he 
pushed in. 



He wasn’t an asshole about it, but it wasn’t a 
slow tentative push. I guess after all this time, he 
was impatient. I coughed into his cock and he let 
out a satisfied grunt. 

Yeah , I bet it feels good for you. 

Every vein and ridge of his long surfer cock 
slid against my lips as he buried himself deep. In 
my peripheral vision, I saw Doctor Gay run his 
hand over the bulge of his white pants. 

He nodded slowly. “This is excellent progress. 
Most promising indeed.” 

I mumbled a question, but he cupped his hand 
to his ear in mock confusion. “Sorry dear boy, 
but I can’t understand you when you have your 
mouth full.” 

Heat flashed over my face and I coughed 
again when Chris hit the back of my throat. 

He balled his hands into tight fists and slapped 
his hard sides. “Damn you’re such an asshole. 



It’s been too long since I buried my cock inside a 
guy’s mouth.” He shook his head quickly. “Good 
thing you’re so damn cute. Otherwise, I wouldn’t 
have put up with it.” 

He pushed forward, and I instinctively 
swallowed around him. He threw his head back 
and nodded quickly. “Oh that’s it, swallow 
around my dick. Yeah, we’re doing this again.” 

I let out a questioning murmur. 

He rocked his hips back until just the tip of his 
dick stayed in my mouth. “Oh yeah, bitch, we’re 
making up for lost time.” 

My heart raced, and to be honest, my dick 
throbbed in response. I wouldn’t say he was 
overly subservient, but I was the dominant one in 
the relationship. Now I wasn’t so sure. 

Chris always asked. Now he told. From die 
look in his eyes he wouldn’t be denied. 

He rocked his hips forward and again I felt 



every raised vein push against my lips. His glans 
slid up and down on my tongue and he bobbed 
his head as if in time to music. 

“Fuck, yeah. He sucks cock like a real pro.” 

My face flushed with heat. 

Maybe that’s not so bad. If I’m sucking cock, I 
might as well be good at it. 

He’s a surfer with excellent control of his 
body. I couldn’t help but see the parallels 
between riding a surfboard and how he rode me. 
His tight washboard abdominals flexed as he 
rocked his hips back and forth. 

My jaw throbbed out with a dull aching pain. I 
heard gays complain before, but I didn’t think it 
would hurt this much. Maybe this is why they 
begged me to come into their mouth. 

I let out a long whimpering moan that sounded 
whinier than I intended. Either he didn’t notice or 
care, but I saw his face twisted in furrowed 



concentration. 


Oh, I know that look. 

I let out a long questioning murmur. His body 
shook as the vibrations of my voice traveled 
through his dick. I’m not sure how close he was 
to coming, but from the increased brine in my 
mouth, it wouldn’t be long. Liquid pre-arousal 
already dripped down my throat, and out of 
reflex, I swallowed. 

It was saltier than I envisioned but I could 
only imagine what the real thing would taste like, 
especially if my mouth was full of the hot, sticky 
stuff. 

He held his right hand up and the doctor threw 
the clear bottle of lube. Thanks to his quick 
surfer reflexes, he caught it easily. 

He shook his head. “Damn, so many choices.” 
He pushed forward and buried his dick down my 
throat again. His cock throbbed out and I moaned 
pitifully. “I’m so close to busting a nut down 



your cherry mouth and throat.” He sucked in a 
huge breath. 

His dick slid back and out of my mouth while 
Doctor Gay pulled at his pants. Thanks to Chris’s 
fat cock and my stretched out lips, my voice 
cracked when I spoke. It took several tries before 
I got the words out. “W-What’s going on?” 

Doctor Gay dropped his pants and my eyes 
widened at the long, thick, curved bulge pressed 
out against his white underwear. A bead of 
arousal already seeped through. 1 inhaled deeply. 
He didn’t have the ocean smell of Chris, but his 
aroma was still very much unmistakable - man. 

He pulled at my left Velcro strap. The long 
drawn out rip went through the room. I flexed 
my wrist. 

“Anti-Aversion therapy. Here’s the treatment. 
You’ll jerk me off while your boyfriend slips his 
wet spit covered cock between those cherry ass 
cheeks.” 



I shook my head. “I don’t think 

Chris slapped my right ass cheek and a sharp 
crack went through the room. My legs and right 
arm flexed against the Velcro straps. 

“Shut up, Brad. We’ve done things your way 
long enough. Now we’re doing it my way.” He 
jerked his head towards the doctor. “Take his 
cock and..he smiled. “I’ll take you. 

“But isn’t this cheating?” 

His head tilted. “Nice try, but it’s not cheating 
if we’re both in the room. We want you to 
service us. You want it too... you just don’t know 

it.” 


I don’t know about that. 

Still, if there’s a chance to see the good doc’s 
cock... 

My head furrowed as I wondered. 

Chris squirted lube on his fingers and sighed. 



“Oh, just grab his cock.” 

My hand went out and I pulled at the 
waistband of his underwear. It slid over his 
darkened glans and my eyes widened as I saw the 
rest of him. Chris and I were big but damn! I half 
wondered if he had some sort of transplant or 
enhancement. 

A cock that big wouldn’t be out of place in a 
porno. 

Especially with the doctor’s coat. 

I thought about the situation and nodded. 

Yeah, it seems like a porno. 

There’s a guy in a doctor’s uniform with his 
cock out and my boyfriend’s between my legs 
with lubed fingers. What else is it going to seem 
like? 

My fingers touched the end of his slick glans. 
He was already warm and sticky from arousal 
and it pressed into my fingertips. I slid my hand 



down his length along the biggest vein before I 
wrapped it around his thick shaft. 

I gripped it firm and his heat and stickiness 
pressed into my palm. 

He pulled off the rest of his clothing until I 
was there jerking off my doctor while Chris 
watched between my legs. 

I tilted my ear to the wet slurping sound as 
Chris’s hand went back and forth over his lubed 
cock. I gritted my teeth at the implications. Soon 
his long dick would go deep inside my ass and 
all I could do was wait as I jerked off my doctor. 

Doctor Gay flexed his stomach and tight 
bronze abdominals as he pushed back and forth. 

I tightened my grip around his cock and he 
rocked his hips. He grunted in satisfaction and 
whispered. “That’s what I’m going to do to your 
mouth handsome.” 


I tightened my hand out of reflex and he 



nodded quickly. “Hope your mouth’s that tight.” 

Chris ran a finger down my inner thigh. “Oh, 
it is... Our mouth slut’s a natural cocksucker.” 

What could I do? I already agreed to do this. 
All I could do was just go with the flow and let 
these two muscular gay men have their way with 
me. 

Would that be so bad? 

There’s men at the club who’dpay thousands 
for this experience and I’m getting it for free. 

I tried to ignore Chris’s wet finger as it slid 
closer towards my exposed hole. My eyes just 
stared at Doctor Gay’s fat cock as it slid back and 
forth in my hand. Thanks to his pre-cum, I didn’t 
need any artificial lubricant. His slick, ammonia 
scented spunk was enough. 

Speaking of more than enough. 

I’m a big guy, but I’ve never seen my hand 
look so small before in my life. Next to his fat 



veiny cock, my hand looked tiny. 

Chris spoke from between my strapped down 
legs. “If I keep jerking off, I’ll give myself a 
blister. I think it’s time to spread open that cherry 
asshole.” 

I licked my lips. “Maybe we could 

Chris jerked his head. “The patient needs his 
tube, stat.” 

Doctor Gay nodded, grabbed his paper mask 
and climbed up on the table. “Say ‘ah’. Open 
wide...” 

“Ahgh -” 

Thanks to my already wet lips and the 
glistening pre-cum along his shaft, he easily slid 
in. The salty brine hit the tip of my tongue as he 
slid deeper inside my mouth. With my free hand, 
I pounded against his back but hit nothing except 
living concrete muscles. 

He laughed but continued to rock his cock 



forward. I never thought I’d be grateful for a 
cock in my mouth. If it wasn’t for Chris’s pre- 
warm-up, I’m sure Doctor Gay’s fat throbbing 
dick would split me in two. 

He was bigger and longer than both of us, so it 
didn’t take long for him to hit the back of my 
throat. I coughed loud onto his dick and he 
grunted in satisfaction. 

“Don’t worry handsome, you’ll get used to it. 
Maybe you should practice more at home with 
your boyfriend?” 

From between my legs, I heard a wondering 
murmur. “That’s a fine idea.” He mimed a 
medical commercial we saw on television. “Take 
one in the morning and another in the evening 
before mealtime.” 

Doctor Gay rocked back until just the tip was 
against my lips. “Just make sure he doesn’t get 
addicted.” 


Chris laughed. “You mean ad-dick-ted.” 



My hand stopped pounding the back of Doctor 
Gay. My fingertips pushed into his hard stone 
back muscles and then down towards his ass. 

Every single muscle was flexed and ready for 
action, including the one in my mouth. 

Down between my legs, I felt the fat blunt end 
of Chris’s wet cock. My ass clenched in 
anticipation and he let out a deep chuckle. His 
fingers gripped my spread out thighs. “That’s 
right lover, clench around my dick like that when 
I’m pounding away.” 

I couldn’t see him because of Doctor Gay’s 
position but I could only imagine his expression. 
This was something he’d waited for, and now it 
was finally here. 

Despite the loss of control, or maybe because 
of it, my dick continued to throb and bob against 
the back of Doctor Gay’s hard ass. I couldn’t see, 
but it felt like my glans was slick with pre-cum. 
Somewhere between the heavy moaning of three 



men, I swore I heard the soft slap of my wet dick 
against male muscle. 

My ass cheeks spread as Chris pushed slowly 
but deliberately inside. I clenched my jaw and 
Doctor Gay grunted in satisfaction. “Nice and 
tight dear boy, like the professional you are.” 

He withdrew his cock while Chris rocked his 
forward. He pushed against my ring and stopped 
despite the growing pressure. I wasn’t 
intentionally trying to keep him out, but unlike 
Chris, I didn’t have years of dick and a stretched 
out ring to match. 

I remember the advice about forcing him out, 
so I did. With that, his fat cock slipped through 
my ring and I yelled as loud as I could with a 
cock in my mouth. A sharp spike of hot pain 
fanned out and I jerked my body tight. To his 
credit, he stayed still while I got used to my 
stretched out ring. 

My fingers dug into Doctor Gay’s tight ass as 



I sucked in my cheeks. Chris did that to me 
before and I always found it extremely sensitive. 
I’m still not sure why I wanted to do a good job. 
Was it honor, the ability to hurry it up, or 
something more? Did I want to be the submissive 
one? 

Is it possible I never did this because I was 
afraid I’d like it too much? It’s hard enough to be 
a gay in this world, but did I insist on being the 
top so nobody could say I was less of a man? 

Sounds stupid but I’ve done stupider things 
before. 

The thought flew out of my mind as I watched 
Doctor Gay slide his wet fat shaft in and out of 
my mouth. Every push and pull created a wet 
sucking sound that filled the entire room. My 
nose wrinkled at the sharp smell of spit and pre- 
cum. 

Down below, Chris finished the last of his 
slow methodical push and I felt his sweaty lube 



covered balls against my ass. I couldn’t see him 
but I just knew he was nodding in satisfaction. 

His voice shouted from behind Doctor Gay. “Oh, 
fuck yeah. God, this feels great. Nice tight ass, I 
can’t wait to pound away at it.” 

It might feel good for him, but I wasn’t so sure 
about myself. A dull throbbing pain radiated out 
from inside. It was similar to the slight burning in 
my jaw, but way more intense. 

I wasted my time with Chris and now I felt 
like a major league asshole. I never considered 
what my thick fat cock did to his tight ass. If it 
was anything like this, I knew I had a lot of 
making up to do. 

I hope he’s nicer than I deserve. 

He jerked his dick a few more times, greedily 
claiming another fraction of an inch. He wasn’t 
as big as I, but still respectable. My insides 
pushed to the side to make way for my long anal 
invader. 



Just when I couldn’t take anymore, he 
withdrew until the tip of his engorged glans 
stayed between my butt cheeks. I involuntarily 
clenched around him. I wasn’t sure if it was to 
keep him in. 

No matter the reason, he grunted in 
satisfaction before he rocked his hips forward 
again. There was pain, but it wasn’t as bad as 
before. My dick throbbed out and slapped against 
the back of Doctor Gay’s ass as Chris pushed 
forward again. 

When his balls hit my ass, I clenched hard 
despite the sting. I wasn’t sure if I could even 
call it agony anymore. Yes it hurt, but it was 
almost like an ache that felt good. Maybe my 
body didn’t know how to deal with these new 
pleasures, or maybe I got off on pain? 

What have I missed out in my life ? 

If there was a way for something to be agony 
and pleasure, this was it. I panted as best I could 



with a cock in my mouth and squirmed under the 
restraints. The pleasure of my stretched out 
asshole pushed away foolish preconceptions 
about domination and submission. 

I was a damn fool for avoiding dais in my life. 
Even the throbbing in my jaw added to die tiny 
stabs of painful pleasure that radiated throughout 
my body. 

Speaking of painful pleasure. 

I couldn’t see my dick but I knew it swelled 
out. I’ve never been afraid to shoot my load 
except for today. It felt like a slow bubbling 
pressure cooker of arousal ready to explode, but 
for some reason, I didn’t shoot. 

Maybe I wanted to come with them both, or 
maybe I still had some lingering walls to get 
over. 

I hope I come soon, otherwise it’ll hurt. 

Like not coming doesn’t hurt. 



Doctor Gay’s face twisted into intense 
concentration. 

Oh, I know that face. I saw it plenty of times in 
the mirror just before I shot my load into Chris’s 
mouth. 

Even without the increased taste of brine, I 
knew it wasn’t long before I finished my first 
blowjob. 

Either by instinct or desire, Chris sped up his 
tempo. I wish I didn’t have the restraints 
anymore. There’s no way I’d leave, but I wanted 
to wrap my legs around him and just shove him 
forward with every single muscle I had. 

I don’t know if they planned it, but every time 
one guy went forward the other guy withdrew. 

At no time, was I not filled with thick, gay 
male cock. I sucked my cheeks as much as I 
could and I felt Doctor Gay convulse through his 
cock. 



Between my legs, Chris sped up so much I 
couldn’t tell the pauses between his quick thrusts. 
He wasn’t my boyfriend anymore - just a sexual 
piston slamming his cock in and out of my wet 
sore ass. 

My nose wrinkled at the mixture of smells in 
the air. The wet odor of spit mixed with lube 
which flowed through my deep earthy smell. 
Around the edges was the sweat of three men all 
racing toward their orgasms. 

I clenched my ass tight and squeezed myself 
around Chris’s jerked cock. The wet slapping 
sound of his balls against my ass filled the room. 

My dick continued to throb out and I grunted 
in pain. Besides the agony of my restrained 
orgasm, Chris’s cock felt like he was about to 
tear me into two. 

I moaned around Doctor Gay’s dick while he 
continued to slide in and out of my mouth. 

Even though I was restrained, he put both 



hands around my head and pressed in tight. His 
hips rocked back and forth and his dick slid in 
and out while I sucked hard. 


He jerked his cock and buried himself as far as 
he could down my throat. I instinctively 
swallowed around the end of his engorged glans 
and felt the first hot jet of his sperm shoot down 
my throat. 

He shook hard, as did Chris against my ass. 
The table squeaked in protest as Doctor Gay 
convulsed on top of my chest. Shot after shot of 
hot, sticky cum splashed against the insides of 
my mouth and I struggled to swallow every 
precious drop. 

Most blow jobs aren’t elegant and this wasn’t 
an exception. What I couldn’t swallow dribbled 
down my chin and onto my chest. He rocked his 
hips back and forth and pushed his slick liquid 
arousal against my skin. 

I’ll probably still smell him when I get home. 



His cock swelled again, and I got another 
world of his spunk against the back of my throat. 
I swallowed as best I could before more trickled 
out. 

I sucked as hard as I could while I heard a 
familiar guttural yell from between my legs. 
Chris’s fingers dug hard into my thighs and I 
winced in pain. His cock buried to the hilt, and I 
felt the wetness that could only be his warm hot 
cream. 

He paused just for several quick heartbeats 
and continued to shoot. He withdrew and then 
rocked forward again using lube and his spunk to 
slide in and out easily. I felt him continue to 
shoot inside me, but he never stopped pounding 
away at my ass. 

I wasn’t sure if it was a kindness or just the 
result of waiting so long. My ass was his to do 
with as he pleased. What pleased him was to 
pound away at it. 



I burned with the agony of his piston 
penetrations even as I continued to suck the 
remaining warm drops of Doctor Gay’s salty 
medicine. 

He grunted in satisfaction as I sucked hard at 
his dick. “That’s a good patient. Take every drop 
of my injection.” 

I did and I felt his heartbeat through his dick. 

My own warning shiver came, and I steeled 
myself for possibly the strongest orgasm in my 
life. Just holding it in was agony, but I had to 
shoot my load. 

My muscles creaked out, and I heard the 
sound of stretched out fabric as I pulled at my 
Velcro straps. 

I wasn’t sure if he kept pounding away at my 
hole because he wanted me to come, he didn’t 
want it to stop, or both. 

I decided I didn’t care since I had other things 



to worry about. 

My muscles flexed out hard and I screamed as 
best I could with a doctor’s dick in my mouth. 

Hope there ’s nobody in the next office. 

I bucked hard against the table. I’m not sure 
where the doctor was from but he definitely 
wasn’t from Texas. There’s no way anyone but a 
bull rider could ride a bunking bronco like me. 

He withdrew his cock and left a slimy trail of 
spunk on my lips and chin. 

I finally saw Chris again. His eyes furrowed in 
concentration as he rocked his hips back and 
forth. I shot hard and although it only took a 
millisecond, I saw it in slow motion. A hot rope 
of my spunk shot up into the air and then landed 
down onto my hard abdominals. 

I only had the barest of milliseconds to 
acknowledge it before my dick swelled out again. 
I screamed in pleasurable agony as another spurt 
shot up and then landed down along my balls. I 



balled my fists and watched my dick swell out 
and shoot. My dick bobbed toward Chris and a 
shot of spunk landed near my hole. 

I heard the crude sound of my own cum forced 
in and out of my asshole. 

Chris’s grin spread across his face as he wiped 
away a bead of sweat. My nose wrinkled again at 
the concentrated smell of man and sex. I always 
smiled before, even if I was on the other end. 

And he at mine... 

My eyes rolled up, and I just felt my cock 
swell out and then shoot again. It continued as 
Chris pounded away, either afraid to let go or just 
make sure I had the best fuck of my life. 

Either way... Thanks Chris. 

The last of my wet warm cream trickled out, 
and I shuddered one last time. Chris collapsed 
against me and our bodies smeared with sweat 
spots of cum. 



I don’t mind. 


In my peripheral vision I saw Doctor Gay 
dress and write on a white tablet. 

I couldn’t understand most of the writing 
except for ‘Continual injections. One by mouth, 
the other anally.’ 

He held out the prescription. 

Chris tilted his head and waited for my 
response. 

My voice was a breathy whisper when I 
spoke. “Yeah, I can do that. We wouldn’t want a 
relapse.” 



DOCTOR GAY - MUSCLE 
THERAPY 


I smiled as Mike and I both watched the 
handsome young guy with a blue and white plaid 
shirt walk down the street. I held my coffee cup a 
few inches from my mouth as his butt flexed 
back and forth under jeans that were either too 
tight or just right. Just depended on how dirty 
you were. 

Just right. 

His black hair was darker than Mike’s salt and 
pepper hair but it suited him well. Twenty years 
ago - hell ten - I’d chase him down. My lips 
pursed. Hell, he’d chase me. 

Mike put down his fork and blinked. “Roger, I 
swear they get younger every year.” 

I breathed deep and then forced myself to look 
away. I didn’t want to be one of those 



stereotypical older gay men who ogled younger 
guys. 

Of course, some guys made it hard - no pun 
intended. 

Mike continued to stare down at the toast as 
he buttered it back and forth. His normally rough 
voice raised in pitch. “That might be just what 
you need, you know?” 

I shook my head. “I think I’m too old for 
Junior over there.” 

Mike’s lips pursed. “You aren’t much older. 
Trust me. Second, nobody’s asking you to live 
together.” His eyes closed. “Sorry...” 

I darted my eyes to the side, and I took in a 
quick breath. 

Mike’s head tilted. “I didn’t intend to say 
anything, but now that it’s out... it’s been six 
months. Don’t you think- “ 


“It’s not that easy.” 



“Nothing worth doing is.” 

My eyebrow rose. “You’re easy. So you’re 
saying you’re not worth doing.” 

He took a bite of his bread and raised his 
middle finger. With anybody else, it’d be vulgar. 
He had a way of making the littlest things 
adorable. I still wasn’t sure whether to count 
myself lucky I had him as a friend. 

Or unlucky he’s not more. 

He swallowed the last of his toast while his 
eyes went off to the side as if deep in thought. 
“Some of us like playing field. Others are more 
Suzy Homemaker.” 

I nodded. It wasn’t something I could deny. 
Don’t get me wrong. There’s nothing wrong with 
a good lay, but I was approaching my twilight. 
Was it wrong to want to see a special man when I 
got home? 

He raised his coffee, and pursed his lips in 



thought. 

I inhaled the almost burnt coffee aroma. 

He smiled. “No matter the reason, it wouldn’t 
hurt to get your feet wet.” He smiled. “By ‘feet’ I 
mean-” 

“Yeah, yeah. I get it.” 

“You’re fit, got some decent muscles, and I 
heard more than one guy mention ‘that cutie’.” 
His eyebrow rose. “Why, you’re almost as hot as 
me.” 

“But not as modest.” 

“Nobody’s perfect, dear.” 

He watched me for several heartbeats. “So, 
Roger, why don’t you?” 

I inhaled deep. “I can’t...” 

His lips pressed together. “Sure you can. Just 
go to the club, wear that tight t-shirt that shows 
off your chest muscles then- “ 



I leaned forward and whispered. “I don’t mean 
I can’t go to the club.” My shoulders tightened. 

“I mean I can’t...” 

His head tilted in confusion and then his eyes 
widened. “Oh!” He pursed his lips and mumbled. 
“That sucks.” His eyes went to the side, and he 
smiled as he got out his phone. “It’s 
psychological, you know.” 

I smiled. “What are you? A doctor now?” 

He shook his head. “Nope, but my last 
boyfriend was.” 

He slid his phone over. “This one is too. You 
should see him.” 

I narrowed my eyes as I read his webpage. 
“Seriously? That’s his name?” 

Mike smiled wide. “Yep, perfect isn’t it?” 





I still wasn’t sure what to make of it, but later 
in the day, I sat in the waiting room of Doctor 
Gay. Growing up, a name like that would’ve 
gotten my ass kicked. 

Still looks like he did all right for himself. 

I nodded in approval to the red oak chairs. I 
wasn’t one of those gay guys who knew 
furniture. Still, the elaborate white floral patterns 
and deep red color just suggested age and 
therefore wealth. 

Off in the corner, a tiny waterfall dropped 
water onto a stone, enclosed pond. The soft, 
constant splashes mixed with the overhead easy 
listening music. 

The office reminded me of those expensive 
day spas. 

Yeah, expensive’s the key word. 

I still wasn’t sure what kind of doctor he was. 



Mike insisted I go, and I learned a long time ago 
to never argue unless I wanted to waste a few 
hours. Figured it was best to get it over with. 

I inhaled deep. If it fixes my problem, then it’s 
worth it. Can’t go out if the equipment’s not 
working. 

Never had a problem with it until he left. 

Maybe Mike’s right - it’s psychological. 

A deep cough took me out of my self-analysis. 
I opened my eyes and stared at the tall masked 
man before me. The paper mask muffled his 
voice but not overly so. It sounded almost deep 
and musical. “Roger Reynolds?” 

I swallowed hard and nodded fast. 

Even through the white paper mask, I thought 
I caught a hint of a smile through the crinkle. He 
was younger than me but not so much that it 
would be indecent. Although, anybody that 
looked that good... I’d make an exception 



anyway. 

His hair was short but not so much I couldn’t 
grab it. His tanned chest muscles peaked through 
the doctor’s coat I didn’t know what he did 
beforehand, but he needed his sleeves rolled up 
for it. I tried to not stare at his flexed out tanned 
biceps under the white material of his coat. 

I’m sure I failed several times. 

I didn’t have a visualization of him before he 
appeared, but I expected he’d be an older guy. 
Maybe even somebody older than me. 1 didn’t 
expect a hot, young thing like him. 

Not that I’m complaining. 

Since I was sitting down, I was at the same 
level with his crotch. White pants show wrinkles 
easily. It wasn’t something I’d wear, but I 
couldn’t think of a better choice for him. Every 
wrinkle had a dark, shadowed line under it, and 
every line pointed to his cock. 



I didn’t think I needed a map, but I had plenty 
of lines in case I got lost. 

He coughed again, and heat flashed across my 
face. 

“Would you like to stand up?” 

I nodded slowly. 

His forehead scrunched in confusion, and he 
extended his hand. I wasn’t sure if he thought I 
couldn’t get up by myself or if he was just nice. 

No matter the reason, his hard grip squeezed 
around my hand as he lifted me up. 

I raised an eyebrow in admiration. He was 
taller than me but I was heavy with muscle. Still, 
he lifted me up like I weighed nothing. 

Somebody’s got strength. I wonder what his 
main muscle is like? 

He stared at me for several quick heartbeats. I 
was about to say something when he spun on a 



heel and then walked down the hallway. The hall 
filled with the sound of his shoes against the red 
wood floor. 

At least he’s walking in front of me. 

I thought the guy from earlier had tight jeans 
but it was nothing like the pants the good doctor 
wore. There were a few wrinkles, but it seemed 
like the fabric just curved itself around every 
indentation of his hard ass. 

Talk about pants that are painted on. 

Back and forth, his muscles shifted under thin 
tight cloth. My eyes went to each cheek. 

I exhaled low. For a split second, I was half 
grateful for my ‘condition’. Otherwise, I wasn’t 
sure if I could still walk. 

He stopped with almost military precision and 
gestured toward the room. A wave of cold ran 
along my back as I stepped in. Gooseflesh went 
down my arms, and I scratched at my biceps. I 



never did figure out why doctors always had their 
rooms so cold. I already had enough issues with 
my equipment. 

He gestured toward a table in the middle of 
the room. I smirked as I stared at it. Tim and I 
used something like that once. 

I darted my eyes over to the two padded 
planks at the side. Yeah, there were the familiar 
black Velcro straps. 

I smiled at the thick blue boots attached to 
long crowbars at the end. Around the ‘shoes’ 
were more Velcro straps. 

That’s not an examination table for doctors. 
That’s a table for playing doctor. 

What kind of specialist are you? 

He gestured toward the ‘table.’ 

Sure, why not. 

I hopped up and sunk into the padded cushion. 



He pulled off his white, paper mask. I swallowed 
hard. 

Damn, cuter than I imagined. 

His deep, musical voice called out as he held 
up a brown folder. “So, what are we seeing you 
for today?” 

My eyebrow rose. “I... I wrote it out doc.” 

“Yes, but it’s just to make sure. Otherwise, I 
might give you the wrong treatment. Hate to give 
you a prostate exam if you didn’t need one.” 

I inhaled deep. Yeah, that would be just 
terrible. 

Heat flashed over my face. “I can’t... 
perform.” 

He blinked. “I wouldn’t have guessed by 
looking.” 

I rubbed my chin. I wasn’t sure if that was a 
compliment or not. 



His eyes stared deep. “So tell me about it.” 


I did and explained how I never had issues 
until Tim left. Ever since, I just couldn’t do it. It 
wasn’t from lack of trying. 

He nodded and mumbled to himself as I 
explained. Once I finished, he crossed his arms 
and stared for several long seconds. He bit the 
side of his mouth and exhaled. 

My chest went out as I took in his warm 
breath. I wasn’t sure if he smelled like anything 
in particular except for man. He just had that 
knowing thick smell of testosterone. Judging 
from his muscles, he had plenty. I took in another 
deep breath. And a bit of sweat. 

He spoke with the same musical voice. “Well, 
we could run tests on you but I think it’s 
psychological.” 

Score one for Mike. 

“So, you’re like a psychiatrist or something?” 



He shrugged. “I prefer to think of myself as a 
healer. If I heal through medicine or,” he 
coughed, “other means... what’s the difference 
right?” 

Gooseflesh rose down my arms again as I 
stared back. 

He leaned forward. “Seeing anyone?” 

I blinked. “Uh no... kinda hard when you 
can’t...” 

His voice was sharp when he spoke. “Are you 
an attractive man?” 

I tilted my head. “What?” 

He crossed his arms. “It’s an easy enough 
question.” 

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess. Maybe.” 

He let out a disapproving murmur. “Such 
confidence.” 


I tried to keep the bile out of my voice, but I 



don’t think I succeeded. “Yeah, well you try 
feeling attractive when someone leaves you.” 

He smiled wide and tilted his head. 

I shook my head and gestured in confusion. 
“What?” 

“You can’t get hard because you don’t think 
you’re attractive enough.” 

I shook my head. 

“Tim left you for a younger man and his 
choice was more,” he mimed air quotes, 
“attractive than you.” It wasn’t a question. 

I nodded slowly. “Yeah he was.” I frowned. “I 
don’t know if I’d call him more attractive.” 

“But Tim thought so.” Again, it wasn’t a 
question. 

His lips pressed together. “You were in a 
relationship and your boyfriend left you for 
another man. Not only that, he left you for 



someone ‘better.’” He exhaled deep. “You have 
self-confidence issues. In short, your mind is 
telling your body, ‘Why bother?”’ 

I scrunched my forehead. “It’s not that 
simple.” 

His deep voice spoke out. “You’d be surprise 
how simple things are.” His eyebrow rose. “A 
man of your age can understand that, right?” 

I smirked if not frowned. “So what is this? 
Give me a pep talk, some pills, and then send me 
on my way?” 

He shrugged. “Maybe, everybody’s different.” 

He gestured toward the table and by proxy to 
the Velcro straps. “Strap yourself in.” 

My eyebrow went up. “You mentioned my 
age. Well, I’m older than you, and I know what 
I’m sitting on.” 

I thought I caught a faint hint of a smile. 



I slid off the table and the slap of my shoes 
against the wood floor filled the room. “Sorry 
doc. I don’t know what’s going on, but this is just 
a little too weird.” 

I gave a slight almost apologetic smile as I 
walked toward the door. For whatever reason, he 
didn’t stop me. Surprisingly, he stepped out of 
my way. 

I inhaled deep as he stood behind me. “Not 
going to ask why I’m leaving, doc?” 

“You mean, ask you to stay?” 

I shook my head. “Whatever...” 

He spoke up. “Fine. Aren’t you tired?” 

I couldn’t see, but I imagined him looking 
directly at me. 

“How long has it been? Aren’t you tired of 
your friends going out or maybe home to their 
boyfriends?” 



I stood still as he spoke. 

“There are relationships without fucking, but 
few. How will you ever get a guy if you can’t get 
it hard?” 

I swallowed. 

“What about you? Don’t you deserve to have 
to have some fun?” 

I inhaled as I listened. 

“Sure you’ll say you do but do you believe 
it?” 


My forehead wrinkled. “It’s just something 
that happens, doc.” 

From behind, I heard a disapproving murmur. 
“Here’s a prediction. You walk out that door, and 
you’ll say you’ll look for a cure. Sure, you might 
find another doctor, but you won’t find one 
that’ll help you like I will.” 

I turned around and stared into his eyes. There 



was arrogance in his expression but something 
else. 

I’m not sure if it was the compliment or his 
voice, but it almost sounded like music when he 
spoke. “You’re a hot guy... don’t let other guy do 
without you.” 

I inhaled deep. “I appreciate the compliment 
but...” I gestured to my body. 

He took a step forward and pulled at my top. 
My eyes widened yet I did nothing to stop him. I 
wasn’t sure if he took me by surprise or if it’s 
been so long since another man undressed me I 
couldn’t help but stand still. 

No matter the reason, there I stood in the 
examination room of Doctor Gay, half undressed. 

His face went up in a smirk as he eyeballed 
my chest and abs. “Just as I thought... another 
liar.” His fingertips pressed against my 
developed chest muscles and then went down to 
my stomach. “You’re not bodybuilder huge but 



those are definitely muscles.” His eyebrow went 
up. “Hard ones too! Let me guess... four... five 
days at the gym?” 

My lips pressed together and nodded. 

His hands went to my biceps and gooseflesh 
went down my back. 

His eyes went back up, and he bore right into 
me. “Someone lifts.” 

Well , he’s not lying. I’m still not sure if I went 
to the gym to look good naked or just to see other 
sweaty guys. No matter the reason, it gave me a 
taut body. 

For the first time in a while, I smiled as 
another man complimented my physique. 

He traced a finger down my chest and over my 
tight abdominals. I breathed in deep while my 
stomach flexed back and forth. 

He grinned slightly. “I’ve seen these muscles, 
what about your main one.” 



I shook my head. “Doc... you don’t have to 
flatter me. I get you’re unorthodox. Hell, I can 
see why people pay- “ 

His voice was quick when he spoke. “No 
charge.” 

“Uh... what?” 

“I’m a doctor first and a businessman second.” 
His eyes darted off to the side. “Well, maybe a 
lover first, then a doctor.” 

He pointed to the ‘examination table.’ “Get on 
that table and let me heal.” 

I bit the side of my mouth as I thought about 
the situation. There were certainly worse things 
than being naked with a younger man. He wasn’t 
so young it was obscene but maybe a bit 
indecent. 

Maybe I could use a little indecent. 

I held my hands up and nodded. “Yeah sure 
doc, if you think you can fix me, go ahead and 



try.” 

His lips pressed together. “Oh, I’ll do more 
than just try. I’ll destroy you.” 

My heart beat fast as I wondered about the 
true meaning of that statement. No matter the 
promise, I laid back down on the ‘examination 
table’. 

He pulled at my pants and loosened them 
while my hands went to the outer planks. I gave a 
tentative tug and watched my biceps flex out in 
my peripheral vision. 

Yeah, there’s no getting out of that once I’m 
strapped. 

Do I want to ? 

Not sure. 

He pulled at my shoes. All the while, his stare 
never wavered. Wasn’t sure if his peripheral 
vision was that good or if he had that much 
experience undressing his patients. Whatever the 



reason, he left my underwear on. 

A year ago or even sooner, my erection would 
bulge out. Now, not so much. 

He grabbed at my ankles and fitted the blue 
boots around my feet. Thick, black Velcro straps 
held my feet in place. 

He gave a quick wink then stepped on 
something on the floor. An almost forgotten 
sound out of memory came back. The chrome 
bars spread apart as a dull mechanical ‘whirr’ 
filled the room. 

With almost military precision, he took off the 
last of his clothing except for his underwear. I 
swallowed hard as I stared at his long curved 
bulge. 

Damn! Surprised it’s not tearing through. 

The loud rip of Velcro took me out of my cock 
daydream. He wrapped the thick binds around 
my arms tight. I inhaled deep and felt the straps 



dig into my wrists. 

I tried to keep the pathetic out of my voice but 
I don’t think I succeeded. “You don’t have to do 
this doc.” 

He nodded in agreement. “You’re absolutely 
right. I don’t have to. There’s little in this life you 
don’t need to do.” 

He stared at me and by proxy toward my 
straps. 

“Well some things. Lay back and enjoy it.” 

My eyebrow went up. “Enjoy what?” 

His lips pressed together. “Depends... I like to 
involve my patients in their treatment.” 

My eyebrow rose higher. “Is that what you 
call it?” 

“I think it sounds better.” He took another 
step, and I stared at his hard chest. His arm 
flexed followed by his well-developed tanned 



muscles. Back and forth they bounced and my 
eyes went to each one. 

He tilted his head. “What would you prefer 
you call it? Blow-job, anal-fucking... eating out 
someone’s ass?” He drew out the last word. 

I jerked my head back as my eyes widened. 

He pressed his lips together and smiled. 
“Looks like we got some treatment options to 
discuss.” 

My nostrils flared, and I shook my head 
mentally. Certainly not. Yeah I’ve fucked and 
sucked - and had the favor repaid. 

I blinked several times just to make sure I 
heard. I gave him a quizzical look. He guessed 
my question and nodded back. Eating out a guy 
there was just so... obscene. 

I’ve heard of guys doing it but it was in 
pornos and bad stroke mags. 

I half wondered if it was some joke or prank. 



My suspicions disappeared as he wiped a slick 
wet towel around my ass. My nose wrinkled at 
the cherry smell. 

My head tilted in thought. 

Considering no one’s eaten my ass before, I 
guess the smell is appropriate. 

I leaned back into the table although relaxed 
might be a better word. 

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to experience his 
‘treatment’. It was more like, why bother ? 

Yes, this was different than what I usually did. 
I didn’t want him to go through all this bother for 
nothing. 

He finished with a rag and his thick fingers 
dug into my ass. 

He shook his head and whistled low. 
“Someone’s got a tight butt.” 

I smiled at the compliment. Wasn’t sure if he 



was telling the truth or not, but it still felt good to 
hear. 

Not that anyone else says that. 

A smarter man would keep his mouth shut and 
let the good doctor eat him out. I never claimed 
to be smart. 

“So you’re into eating assholes or 
something?” God that sounds stupid. 

He shook his head. “Not sure, never done this 
before.” 

With that he leaned forward and down until 
his head was out of view. 

I had a few heartbeats to wonder what he was 
up to. My ass clenched as a slow and long, warm 
breath hit my spread cheeks. 

My lips pursed. Oh! That’s not unpleasant. 

He continued to blow while I shimmied and 
flexed against the black Velcro straps. Even my 



thigh muscles tightened as his warm, muggy 
wind flew between my cheeks. 

God, if his breath is doing that, what’s more 
going to do ? 

As if in response, I jerked up as much as I 
could while still restrained. His warm and wet 
tongue slid between my ass cheeks. 

My eyes widened and my voice shook. “Oh...” 

I couldn’t see but I could make good guesses 
on what he was doing. 

My legs were already spread apart due to the 
machine but his fingers spread them further apart 
still. 

I felt his nose push hard against my ball seam 
while his tongue slowly licked up. 

I let out a low guttural moan that didn’t sound 
like me. 


Back and forth he went licking into the most 



private of areas while his spit dripped down and 
pooled onto the table. 

Just when I couldn’t take any more he leaned 
back and blew another long breath. I thought it 
felt good before but with the spit it was cool and 
warm at the same time. 

He pressed his mouth against my balls and 
spoke. 

The vibrations were intense and again I pulled 
at the straps. 

"You like that?” 

I nodded quick and choked out a response. “Y 
- yeah.” 

He let out a long approving murmur. Again his 
vibrations went out through my balls and up my 
cock. 


Damn. 

My head went back and forth as he continued 



to lavish my asshole. The long lingering licks 
were replaced with... well I’m not sure. 
Sometimes they felt like long slowly closing 
circles. Other times it felt like he was ‘licking’ 
out the letters of the alphabet. 

No matter what he did, it was enough to make 
me squirm and pull out hard against the table and 
straps. 

The table and I were old friends, so I knew 
better than to expect any escape. Yet, I continued. 
My body wasn’t my own anymore. All I could do 
was tolerate the almost painful pleasure of his 
wet warm tongue. I continued to clench hard as 
he drew geometric shapes and letters around my 
puckered hole. 

He pressed his finger between my cheeks. 
With the spit and years of anal, I was loose 
enough. Still I clamped around him hard, 
desperate to pull his finger in. With the spit, it 
was no use, but it didn’t keep me from trying. 



He gave a quick bite on my cheek, next to my 
wet and sopping ass. I yelped in pain, but I 
wasn’t so sure I didn’t like it. 

His finger continued to press against my star. 
There was just enough pressure to let me know 
he was there but not so much he pushed through. 

No matter how much I push back. 

He pulled his face back, and the light from the 
overhead florescent lights glimmered against his 
wet face. 

His eyebrow rose. 

“Know how I know you like it?” 

I shook my head. 

His head jerked down to my cock. 

My eyes widened, and I bit my lip. I don’t 
know if you could say I had a raging hard on but 
it was definitely semi-erect. 

His lips pressed together into a smile. “Nice 



dick. Maybe we should compare.” 

I swallowed hard as he continued to run his 
finger along my ass. Somehow he took off his 
underwear with one hand. I heard the soft ‘fluff’ 
as it fell to the floor, and there I was... strapped to 
a table while a naked guy had his finger in my 
ass. 

He slid over a stool and stepped up. I blinked 
as I saw his cock for real. It wasn’t behind a thin 
layer of material. It sprung out and proud. 

I don’t know if there’s such a thing as a 
perfect cock, but his was close. Long, thick, and 
with bulged out veins. There’s no way he could 
know, but it was my perfect dick. It went beyond 
his size and thickness, which was impressive. 

Not all guys are blessed with size and others 
don’t have the veins... not any worth mentioning. 
He had it all and with big heavy balls to match. 
He gripped it hard and a translucent bead of 
moisture pooled at the end. 



Yeah that’s a cock for fucking. 

Well... they all are but some more than others. 

He walked over to the side area and stood on a 
small stool. 

Someone’s prepared. 

His dick and balls were perfectly level with 
my mouth. His face went up in a smirk and he 
rested his heavy thick glistening cock on my 
chin. 

I inhaled deep as my nose wrinkled. I could 
already smell him before. He had that scent all 
men do but... better. Just that hint of tangy sweat 
mixed with pheromones. The slight scent of the 
drugs in the room just added to him. 

He smells like medicine and man. 

I breathed in deep, and my heart raced. I 
couldn’t see but I think I felt a twitch in my cock. 

His musical voice lowered to a long whisper. 



“You want to suck it don’t you?” It wasn’t a 
question. 

I nodded slow. 

“Too bad. Only real men suck my cock.” 

I tugged at the restraints and my forehead 
scrunched. 

He smirked and grabbed at my cock. “Look at 
you. Hot guy with his dick in your face and you 
can’t even get completely hard.” His eyes 
lowered. “What kind of man are you?” 

My eyes darted to the side then back into his 
sneering face. “Why get hard if I’m restrained?” 
Even as I said it, I frowned. It sounded whinier 
than I liked. 

He let out a soft laugh. “Like you’d do 
anything.” 

My eyes narrowed. “If our positions were 
reversed, I’d show you what I could do.” 



His head tilted and his eyes went off to the 
side as if in thought. “Deal. Show me.” 

He stepped back, and his long, magnificent 
cock slid off my lips and chin. Again I think I felt 
my cock twitch. 

My heart skipped a beat. I never had a hard 
time - no pun intended - getting erect before. 
Hell, if anything, not getting hard was the issue. 

I took in a deep breath. I’m not that same guy 
from all those years ago. Did I still have it? 

I hope so. 

He pulled at the Velcro straps. The long high 
pitched rip sound went through the small office. 
He did the same to my feet. 

He pulled me up and again I raised an 
eyebrow at his strength. I’m not huge - well in 
some areas - but I got solid muscle. Still he 
pulled me up like I was nothing. 

Like before, he kept his stare while he 



strapped his feet into the blue restrainer boots. 

He tossed a clear tube of liquid. He gave a quick 
smile I almost missed before he strapped his left 
arm down. His right arm went up, and he waved 
his hand. 

My hand went around my cock. It was harder 
than I’d gotten recently, but not as much as I 
liked. 

My forehead scrunched. Why is he doing this? 
Yeah there’s sex but something more? 

I wrapped the final Velcro wrap around his 
arm and he flexed out in response. I’m not just 
talking about his bulging biceps. 

He kept his stare. “Something tells me you 
know about this machine.” 

I nodded as I squirted a generous amount of 
clear lube on my hand. My nose wrinkled at the 
cherry scent. 

I narrowed my eyes as muscle memory glided 



my hand back and forth over my cock. The 
familiar almost forgotten shiver traveled down 
my dick and throbbed against my hand. 

His musical voice spoke out. “Do you know 
why I’m doing this?” 

“A hard fucking?” 

He smiled and tilted his head. “Close. I can 
get it or give it. Never been a problem for me.” 

I inhaled deep at the well... cockiness. With 
anyone else, it’d be just talk. A hot muscled 
doctor with a big dick? Yeah, he told the truth. 

“I’m not as old as you... but I’m bored.” His 
lips pressed together. “Two at a time, first- 
timers...” He shrugged as best he could. “Show 
me what experience can do.” His eyes went 
down my body. “Can you mix your hot bod and 
knowledge and give the good doctor something 
new?” 


He didn’t say it but I almost heard ‘please’ in 



his voice. 


Maybe we both need it. 

I inhaled deep. Sex was good, but there was 
just something about being desired again. Even 
since he left... well I didn’t know what I was 
anymore. This hot doctor wanted me. It wasn’t 
just a session for money. He could get anyone he 
wanted, and he picked little ol’ me. 

My cock throbbed out in my hand. 

Well.. maybe not so little. 

Back and forth my hand went, and I shuttered 
as my slickened palm ran over my cock. My 
heart raced as I held the tube upside down. A 
generous amount of translucent lube dripped 
down onto my open palm. Once I had enough of 
the cherry scented slippery lube, I ran my hands 
slow through his ass cheeks. 

I breathed in deep as his hard ass muscles 
pushed against my fingertips. I smiled as muscle 



memory and other memories came back. 

My slicked fingers ran over his tight balls. Too 
many guys get you slick and shove their cock 
inside. I get it, to a point. We’re men, and it’s 
hard to not fulfill that primal drive to just bury 
your dick deep inside. 

That’s for younger guys who don’t know better. 

“A true master takes it slow.” 

His eyebrow went up but his voice strained 
when he spoke. “What was that?” 

Heat flashed over my face as I realized I said 
it out loud. 

I smiled. “Nothing.” Back and forth my finger 
went along his ball seam and he panted in unison 
with each pass. His balls felt heavy and full of 
cum. They contracted to my touch yet still stayed 
impressively big. 

Muscle memory kept my hand going back and 
forth around my cock. Just slow enough to let me 



grow harder but not so much I’d shoot my cream 
over other good doctor. 

Although he wouldn’t mind. 

Nah, I’ll shoot when his ass is clenched 
around my dick. 

My hand wrapped around his cock, and I 
squeezed. Not so much to be cruel. Hell, I had a 
dick too. I knew how much to squeeze. My grip 
tightened and his cock darkened from the 
pressure. Veins already engorged bulged out 
further. 

He let out a low approving murmur and 
smiled. “What else you got?” 

I’ll show you what else... 

They didn’t change the model of the ‘table’ 
much. More memories flooded through, and I 
stepped on a pedal. Motors whirred within, gears 
shifted, and the good doctor’s legs spread apart 
as his ass lifted. 



To my credit, I still gripped his cock and mine 
while I pressed my face against his balls. I ran 
my wet dripping tongue up slow along his seam. 

Even with the restraints, he jerked up. I smiled 
in response. His balls were too hard to get them 
in my mouth but I got close. Again he pulled 
against the restraints when I sucked at his hard 
and well textured skin. 

Even though guys have the same equipment, 
it’s amazing how many don’t know enough to 
play with another man’s balls. Do it right and it’s 
better than a blowjob - sometimes. Even when 
it’s not, it’s damn close. 

Back and forth I went taking in each ball as 
best I could while my spit ran down between his 
ass cheeks. I ran my nose up his seam, and the 
table shook back in response. 

It wasn’t neat. Good sex isn’t. It’s messy, wet, 
and slick. You can have it neat or you can have it 
good. I know what I’m picking. 



Pretty sure, I know the doc’s choice. 

Once enough of my spittle dribbled down 
between his butt cheeks, I made my move. My 
nose wrinkled at the almost cherry scent. 

Thanks, doc, for prepping. 

I inhaled deep and felt my cock bulge out in 
my hands. He was clean but I still smelt that deep 
earthy scent mixed with his ball sweat and my 
spittle. It wasn’t bad - not by a long shot. It just 
smelled like man and sex. As far as I was 
concerned, that was one of the best smells I 
experienced in a long time. 

My heart raced at the thought of something 
new and different. I wondered if I’d been too 
boring. Blowjobs and fucking’s great, but I’d 
never eaten someone out like this. It was the stuff 
of online porn and whispered conversations. 
Good people didn’t do that. 

I felt my face break into a smile. Never said I 
was an angel. 



I leaned forward and slid my tongue between 
his wet ass cheeks. As I expected, he jerked 
against the restraints. I knew from experience 
and memory that there was no way out. All he 
could do was just lean back and enjoy the carnal 
pleasure of my tongue deep within his ass. 

I ran my tongue up smearing gobs of spit 
before gravity slid them down. 

In my peripheral vision, I saw his thigh 
muscles flex out. Meanwhile, his hole contracted 
back and forth - begging for my tongue. 

All in good time. 

I pushed my head hard against his ass. I’d be 
lying if I said I never thought about doing this 
before. It just seemed too out there. Yet, now, 
with the combination of his mucky male odor 
and his long drawn out moans, I couldn’t stop. 

I pushed my tongue deep as far as I could go 
and he tightened around me. With the lube and 
spittle, there was no way he could get a grip, but 



it didn’t stop him from trying. 

It took a few tries, but I got a good motion 
going on. Every flick of my tongue was matched 
by my hand going back and forth over our dicks. 

Both of our cocks flexed out in my hand. 
Somewhere above me, the good doctor moaned 
loud and thrashed against the table. It was made 
to restrain, but even it had limits. Never thought 
I’d be the one to push the edges. 

I did every trick he did to me and then some. 
Instead of just licking the alphabet, I moaned 
deep into his ass. Every vibration made his voice 
crack, and he groaned loud in response. I smiled. 
This was one reason I loved sex. There’s nothing 
more pure than two guys as they’re fucking each 
other. It’s pure primal communication. The 
masks come off, and I’m not talking about the 
paper one he had earlier. 

He clenched hard around my tongue. 

I was still new to this, but I recognized what 



that meant. My head leaned back, and I took in 
one last lingering breath of his personal pungent 
scent. Again, my cock throbbed out in my hand 
as my eyes widened. 

For the longest time, I’d struggled with getting 
it hard. Now, I had to hold off. Outracing my 
orgasm was an old hat - just a struggle of being a 

guy- 

It’d be nice to come again, but not like that. I 
wouldn’t waste my spunk on the side of the table. 
I shook my head mentally. 

Oh now, I’m filling you up from the inside, 
doc. I kept my hand around his cock. My hand 
left my dick, but I still felt it bounce with each 
deep breath. 

I pushed my finger against his ring and he 
moaned and he clenched around. Like with my 
tongue, he clamped, but he couldn’t pull me in. 

It wasn’t from lack of trying. 



Let me help you, doc. 

Thanks to the spit and lube, I slipped easily 
inside his checks. He let out a long lingering 
moan as his back arched. 

I ran the slickened end of my cock up and 
down his wet valley. Oh yeah... 

I smiled. Some guys are almost too tight. Sure 
you can spread them apart but they just aren’t 
experienced enough to handle a big cock. 

He had that perfect amount of loose and tight. 
At least, I hoped so. I wouldn’t know for sure 
until he clenched hard around my cock. 

His voice was a low whisper. At first, I half 
thought I imagined it. I might have been able to 
ignore the first moan but I couldn’t ignore the 
follow-ups. 

“Roger... you’re taking too long. Attend to 
your patient.” 

I slid my finger out slow and blew a long 



stream of cool air over his ass. “It’s not taking 
too long. It’s just enhancing and elongating your 
pleasure.” 

He let out a long disapproving murmur. 

I stared down at my cock and his ass. It’s been 
too long since it’s been this hard and ready for 
action. 

I’m back, baby! 

Thanks, doc. I’ll repay you good. 

A younger guy would have just shoved his 
cock deep inside the good doctor’s ass. 
Considering his hard bubble butt, I wouldn’t 
blame them. Hell, I wanted to do it too, but I had 
to repay him proper. 

Show him what an older man can do. 

My palm ran over the end of my slicken dick 
and I shuttered hard. I was already wet with pre¬ 
arousal. The spit and lube would be enough to 
push his ass cheeks apart but now I had extra 



help. I ran the slickened blunt end of my dick 
around his waiting hole. Ever so slowly, the 
circle shrunk until I was between his hard butt 
cheeks. 

He pushed forward or at least tried. Thanks to 
the straps he was stuck in place. I took in a deep 
breath. Eve seen lots of interesting sights in my 
life. None of them could compare to the hot 
doctor desperate to impale himself on my thick 
meaty spear. 

Damn, that’s as sexy as hell. I took in the 
moment and burned the image into my mind. 

Might come in handy for later. 

He shimmied forward as best he could but 
stayed in place. 

I shouldn’t wait. It’s cruel for both of us. 

I rocked my hips forward. Thanks to spit, 
lube, and desire, I slipped in deeper. 

I nearly busted my nut right then and there as I 



watched my thick swollen dick push deeper 
within his warm ass. If there was a way for an ass 
to perfectly combine tight and loose, he did it. 

The good doctor’s had a cock or two in his 
butt before. 

Haven’t we all? 

For months, I’d done everything I could to get 
hard. Now, I had to keep outracing my orgasm as 
I watched my thick shaft bury itself deeper 
within him. It was slow, but I still heard the 
knowing drawn-out sound of pre-cum and lube 
forced in and out of his ass. 

I stole a moment to look at the good doctor’s 
face. His face scrunched up in pain but I don’t 
think he minded. Good sex isn’t just messy 
there’s pain. The razor’s edge where they either 
mix or you just plain like the hurt. No matter the 
reason, his face crept into a wide smile. 

He clenched hard around my cock, and I 
grunted in satisfaction. I rocked my hips forward 



and buried myself another wet warm inch. His 
ass muscles contracted further. It felt insanely 
good, and I wasn’t even all the way in. 

I half worried I might split him in two. The 
intellectual part of my brain told me he’d done 
this before. The primal side didn’t care. I wanted 
to fuck his ass until he was sore and screaming. 
Not so much as to be cruel, just a nice throbbing 
reminder for the rest of the day. 

My hand squeezed around his cock. He let out 
a long whimpering moan. 

He shook his head. “It’s too good...” 

“No such thing.” 

I got what he was saying. He wanted to come 
yet didn’t. Coming meant it was over. 

I shook my head. 

So young. He’s got a few things to learn. 

I pressed my thumb and forefinger tight 



around the base of his cock. As long as I kept it 
there, he wouldn’t come, no matter how hard he 
tried. The pressure would increase while he 
shimmied in painful pleasure. 

Then when I say you can come ... boom. 

I pushed forward until my balls slapped 
against his. His legs flared out - probably to 
wrap themselves around my back. Thanks to the 
straps all he could do was take my cock as I 
leaned forward. 

I pulled back, and the room filled with the 
almost obscene sound of air, lube, and liquid 
arousal forced out of his ass. It was loud, 
obvious, and the sound of sex - gay sex anyway. 

Damn, I missed that sound. 

The machine kept his legs in the air but I 
couldn’t help but dig my fingers deep within his 
hard muscular thighs. I rocked back until just the 
thick bulbous end of my dick stayed between his 
ass cheeks. He clenched hard around me. 



probably in a desperate desire to keep me deep 
within. 

I took in a deep breath and just acknowledged 
the moment. This was more than just sex. It was 
power. A man like that could get anyone... 
anyone. Something about me called out to him. 

Did he sense my experience? 

I might not have your muscles, but I can teach 
you a thing or two. 

Memories of a younger man who felt he could 
do anything went through my mind. 

My shoulders rolled, and I dug in hard into his 
checks. 

That man’s back. Look at him? Successful hot 
doctor and who’s cock is he begging for? 

I inhaled deep. Mine. 

I kept the tip between his ass cheeks while he 
continued to rhythmically clench around me. I let 



him ‘beg’ with his muscles before I rocked 
forward again. His walls gripped as I slid deeper 
into his soon to be sore hole. Again my balls 
slapped against him. A small spike of pain went 
through me, but all it did was just add to the 
pleasure. We both had our pain to deal with. Not 
so sure about the doctor, but I always had trouble 
separating them. 

Hell... I’m not so sure they’re different. The 
song Hurts So Good went through my mind. 

I continued to squeeze around the good 
doctor’s cock while he shimmied back and forth 
as best he could while restrained. Through my 
fingertips against his cock, I felt the knowing 
pulse of a man desperate to shoot his load yet 
couldn’t. 

In and out I went Each made jerk just a tab 
faster than before. A slight wave of guilt flashed 
over my face as I saw his skin redden and jaw 
tighten. 



His nostrils flared, and he leaned forward as 
best he could. “P-Please...” 

I stared at him for several quick heartbeats 
while I continued to pound away at his surely 
sore ass. 

I don’t know if I intended to do so put my 
hand fell away from his cock. His body arced up 
and he screamed loud. 

It took less than a heartbeat, but I saw it all in 
slow motion. His dick swelled out, and I saw the 
familiar mix of white and translucent spunk fly 
toward my face. My eyes darted down, while I 
felt the knowing warm liquid splash over my lips 
and chin. 

My tongue instinctually went out to savor the 
salty sweetness. Several more shots followed but 
none as powerful as the first. Still he decorated 
my chest and tight abdominals with his spunk. 

Damn, that’s sexy as hell. 



I continued to pound away as I watched the 
thick lumpy liquid move over my hard stomach 
as it flexed in and out. After a few seconds, 
gravity pulled his warm spunk down onto my 
cock. 

I inhaled deep and took in the almost 
ammonia scent of his spunk. The beginning 
tingle of my orgasm hit. It found me. There’s no 
way to outrace it. 

And I don’t want to. 

I wasn’t sure if my dick swelled out or if his 
ass muscles clenched. Maybe both? 

No matter the reason, I yelled as the long 
absent thunder of my orgasm flew through. 

It was agony and pleasure as the first shot of 
my wet, warm seed splashed the good doctor’s 
insides. I panted hard, and everything faded into 
the background. Lost lovers, insecurity, and all 
my other troubles. The only thing that existed 
was this moment. 



I convulsed as hard as I spurted, while he 
moaned in the dreamy delirium. 

I lost count of slams and shots, but it sure felt 
like a few months’ worth. 

To his credit, his ass muscles continued to 
clench around my dick, while he milked me of 
every single drop I had left. I inhaled deep and 
smiled. A younger guy would pull out. 

Never said I was young. 

I panted and shook my head. My foot tapped 
the floor petal and he rotated back and up. I 
gritted my teeth, pulled back, and rocked forward 
hard. 

He let out a long knowing scream, and his 
voice shook as I hit his special spot. 

Another shiver went through my cock as I 
shot again. Nothing like prostate play. 

I was sure I hit it before, but with the new 
angle, I couldn’t help but slam head-on every 



time. I thought he already shot his load, but he 
continued to drip out milky translucent cum over 
his cock. 

Soon, I’d be soft, but for now, I gave it all I 
had. My heart pounded so fast in my chest, I 
suspected it might burst. 

Well, if it does, there’s a doctor in the house. 

The room filled with the sound of the table 
vibrations. A deep, dull rumbling mixed with our 
screams, and the sound of cum, sweat, and lube 
forced in and out of his hole. 

It was the sound of sex and music to my ears. 

His wet, glistening cock bobbed up and gave 
one last spurt. I leaned forward, still attached, 
and watched beads of sweat drip off my forehead 
and land around his dick. I panted hard, and, with 
each breath, I took in that deep, tangy odor. It 
was sweat, sex, and most of all relief. 


I’m back. 



I closed my eyes and shook hard. 

My head jerked to that perfect specimen of a 
man. Anybody can say you’re a good fuck, but 
that expression on his face was worth a thousand 
compliments. 

Just another reason to love sex. 

My cock flexed out within his tight ass as I 
rocked my hips back. 

Not that I need many reasons. 

I slid through his ring and gave one last smile. 

Just the tip of my dick stayed between his 
cheeks while I shot one last time. 

Even then, he continued to squeeze and milk. 

I pulled at the straps while my still erect - and 
dripping - cock bobbed with each step. I looked 
down at that gorgeous, sweaty man, and he 
panted hard. He swallowed hard, and his eyes 
widened. 



“Two things. One... you don’t have trouble 
getting hard anymore.” He stared down. “Or 
staying hard.” 

My eyebrow went up. “What’s second?” 

His eyes went to my wet and slick cock. “I 
promised you a blowjob... wouldn’t want to 
deny your medicine.” 

I smiled wide and prepared to take my 
‘medicine.’ 


Wouldn’t want a relapse. 
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I held up my hand even though 1 still sat. 
“Okay. I know something's going on, but I don’t 
know what. I like my paycheck and living 

His head tilted to show he listened. 

“There’s no incentive for me to go to the cops. 
I don’t even know what’s going on exactly.” 

His voice was neutral. “You know enough. 
There’s no incentive for me to let you go. Every 
minute you’re...” he looked off to the side, 

" around , you could bring down my 
organization.” 

He shook his head. “Look, you’re a tight ass 
but I like you.” His lips pressed together hard. 
“Sorry it has to come to this.” 


I shouted. “Wait.” 


He gestured for me to go on. It was almost a 
‘what else ya got’ gesture. 

“When I don’t show up for work-” 

He smiled. “People don’t show up at their jobs 
all the time.” 

“Hard to get rid of a... you know...” 

He smirked. “Body? Nope, not hard.” 

I wiped away a bead of sweat as a memory 
flashed. “When I worked on the tent, you said 
something about, uh... diminishing returns. If 
you get rid of me, it’ll hurt your company.” 

He tilted his head to acknowledge I had a 
point, but a minor one. “Yes but what will hurt 
more? Lost sales or the feds?” 

“Didn’t you say something about seeing if 
there’s another option.” I swallowed hard. “What 
do I have to do to make this happen? I’ll do 
anything.” 



“Another option?” He ran his finger along his 
jaw and he grinned. “Sure, I’ll give you a chance. 
Like I said, I like you.” A slow smile grew on his 
face. “You still with that cute girl of yours?” 

My heart skipped a beat and my voice shook. 
“Don’t hurt her.” 

His lips pressed together. Against the 
flickering light of the fire, I saw his face redden. 
“I don t hurt women.” 

He took another step. “You have once chance 
to get out of this and maybe get a nice bonus out 
of it.” He stared for several heartbeats. “I suggest 
you answer the question.” 

Bonus? 

I nodded. “Yeah, been together three years.” 

“Gonna make her your girl?” 

My voice shook. “That’s the plan.” I inhaled 
deep. “Like to keep that still on the radar.” 



He folded his arms and stared long near the 
fire. The light cast dancing shadows against my 
face and tent. His face softened and he spoke. 

“Fine. One chance. Prove you’re committed to 
the company and would do nothing that’ll hurt 
our organization.” 

I wasn’t sure what that could be but I nodded. 

My voice shook when I spoke. “Anything s... 
Jacob.” 

“Suck my dick.” 

My eyes widened and my forehead scrunched. 
“What?” 

“You heard me.” 

“You’re gay?” 

“Bisexual if you need a label. Gay if the 
situation calls for it.” 

My breathing shook. This was supposed to be 
a job interview vacation. Now I not only 



stumbled onto a drug operation, but my football 
player of a boss wanted a blowjob. 

I shook my head. “Please. Anything but-” 

His head tilted. “Anything? You sure about 
that?” 

The tone chilled me as gooseflesh rose along 
my arm. Even within the ambient heat of the fire, 
I felt the cold. 

“But why?” 

“Leverage.” He pointed to the camera 
equipment within the tent. “Nothing wrong with 
gay people, of course. I’m guessing you don’t 
want your girl to see you with another man’s 
cock in your mouth.” 

“Still not comfortable letting you... stick 
around, but it’s an acceptable risk. I’m sure this 
and a few other incentives will keep your 
silence?” 


For an instant, I felt like I stepped outside of 



my body. The situation didn’t feel real. I’m just a 
cubicle sales jockey. I don’t blow other men. 

Maybe you should. 

He spoke like the decision was made - 
perhaps it was. “You and I will make a video. 
Some creative editing to remove my face if it 
ever goes public. We’ll keep the unedited version 
for my personal collection.” He gestured into the 
air. “Talk about how much you love it. Really 
sell the part like when you’re closing a sale.” 

He held out his hands asking for my answer. 

That was it. The sales pitch was over. Too 
many salesmen make the mistake of talking 
when the offer is done. They’re afraid of an 
answer so run their mouth until they blow the 
sale. A confident seller shows what he’s got and 
has assurance to stop talking. 

Plain and a good deal if I wanted to see 
morning. It was to my benefit to accept. 



I closed my eyes and half wondered if I would 
see anything again. I’ve never been a homophobe 
but men did nothing for me. 

The thought of taking his dick went through 
my mind. My heart quickened its beat, and I 
shifted in my seat. 

I said the words, but it didn’t feel like I said 
them. Maybe I already became a different 
person. 

My voice was low when I spoke. “I’ll do it.” 

Jeez, am I really going to suck off my boss in 
the great outdoors ? 

Fou mean ‘gay outdoors ’. 

Shut up. 

His lips pursed. “I’m impressed, Chris. I’ve 
seen you every day with the same suit and tie. 
Hell, you even bring the same lunch - tuna on 
wheat.” 



My eyes widened. 

“Nice to see you step outside of your comfort 
zone.” He shrugged. “Who knows, this could be 
a good thing for you. Make you less of a tight 
ass.” He smiled at the last two words. 

Something about it sent gooseflesh up my 
arm. 

He slapped his hands together. The smack 
jolted my body. 

“Let’s make a movie.” 
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